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THE TRAGEDY 


OF ALBOVINE, 
KING OF THE 


LoMBARDS, 


Acthe firſt, Scene farſt, 
Enter Paradine, Grimoald, Gondibert, the 


Drummes ceaſing. 
Paradine. 
Lue the word aloud ? 


Ws Grime. Stand? 

Within, 1,Stand !- 2. Stand! $.Srand! 

2» Parad., Our motion has been {wilt : wee 

dich then ime. 34 | 

Verona, (which wi ingsdimeye 

Wwe mM d to view like 7 adlehags afarre off) 

Is our full obie& now. She.mplt xepene., 

Our King is Steward vnto Fate; the world 

Receiue from him their deſtinies. | 
Grimo.Sure,the Gouernaur {leepes. M My Lord,isgfic 

We wake luch Si d; in woolli? 
Parad, $ Im ened a Teinapaghy Len. 
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But compoſition free, he ſhall expreſſe 
Humilitic enough to meet vsat the Gate, Enter Her 
Gondjb, Here comes Hermegild. (m:gild. 


Herm. Haile,young ſouldier ! My noble Paradine ! 

The King muſt hold my nature much excus'd, 
IfI do greet his ſafe approach with loue, 
Leſſe yiolent then 1 expreſle ro thy 

Rich ſoule. Iamreſolu'd thou art in health, 
And fauour with tby ſtarres. 

Parad, Exe | returne your kinde ſalute, I would 
After your faire charge inquire. Say the Queene 
Smiles in captivitie,my Yald1#rs 
Hurts nother health with gricfe; then | hauc heard 
Enough to make me cherith life, 

Her mig. Rhodolinda doth become her title 
And her birth, Since depriu'd of popular 
Homage,ſhe hath been ce ore her great ſelfe, 
In this captivity nere paſſionate 
Bur when (he heares me name the King,and then 
Her paſſions not of anger taſte,bur loue : 

Louc of her Conquerour : he that in fierce 
Batraile (when the Cannons ſulpherovus breath 
Clouded the day) her noble Father flew : 

Our Royall Maſter once ; now ſanke into 

His foyle; where like the Lilly witherd, 

He neuer ſhall renew his growth agen. 

My memory difturbes my Tongue ! Your faire 
Yaldavra makes the Queene her rare and iuſt 
Example,and is in patienee skiltull, 

Parad, Know, Hermegild, no haſty minute pals'd 
(Since their capriuitic)wherein 1 tail'd 
= c = red rd ws King for both. , 

uthe's in kindnefſe prompr,and ſtill doth ſpeake ' 
Like Mulicke,when he Rhodolinds names; © * 


YM 


Her geſture, that 4/6014 is now her 


King of Lombardy, - 
You hearetis his edi& we call her Queene * 

Herm, Thy vanquiſh'd Country owes vato thy fame 
Artall Pyramid ! The captiv'd virgins 
Of our Nation ſhall in their laſt Di 
Sing thy _ with mirth, O,l -— old 
Within thy fight. Somerhing we now muſt talke 
Together,and heaven will liſten to'r, 
As to the breath of Saints —— 

Farad. | knew we ſhould haue vic of conference : 
Which made me begge the leadingof the Vanne, 

The more raſſiſt our opportune meeting. 

Herm, Afﬀeord your eares in priuar. 

Grim, Though Paradinelooke flouriſhing,and like 
A thing new bruſh'd , a flame of triumph, 

(As if his father G— : 
O're-growne Ciry when he got him) yer he 

Hath in him ſeeds of nr red area and we 
I'h Campe,cſteemehim honeſt roo, 

Gond, He is our Kings Minion, (leepes in his bo- 
ſome. Ns 
Grim,True,& the Royall foole greers him with fi 
Rauenous kiſles, that ro. would thinke, he meant 

Tocate his lips. 

Gond. The Captive caprivares the Conquerour, 
Three Moones haue not expir'd their vſuall change, 
Since he was priſoner to the King z though now 
His Fauorite. 

Grim. Th'art too loud ! If thow'le talke ſafely,go ger 
A forethroat; hoarce men ſpeake low. 


Thecaptiu'd Rbods.5nds, (whole father 
1bouee depriu'd of life and kingdome) > 


Hath with ſuch amorous ſubrilcic 'd 
B 2 


Ce yr yn — 
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Priſoner. This martiall progrefle was but made 
To viſit her. She makes him guilty of 
[dolatry,and knowes the thritry vic 

Otrime: as ſhe aſcends,her Countrimen 

Muſt rife, + Bo | 

Gord. Y ou haue call'd that Hermegild her Creature? 

Grimo, He was hec fathers Councellor , aman 
Created in the darke : he walkes inuifibly ; 

He dwels in Labyrinths ; he loues filence : 

Put whenhe talkeshis language carries more 
Promiſcuous ſenſe,thenancieng Oracles., 

So various in his ſhapes,thatoft he is - ' 

Diſgu z'd from his owne knowledge. An error 
Much incident to humane Poliricks, 

VW ho ſtriue ro know others more then themſelues. 

Gond, Obſerue their complement. 

Grimo. Pox Oo theſe French ligges ? Counrtiers al- 
This is to Hermeg 4d meere lechery : (waie> dance. 
This wanton geſture doth obſcure 
Thoughts of iluch conſequence and weight,as hang 
Like Plummets on his heart, Paradine is 
A loft eafie faole,and mutt be guld. 

Herm. O my ſweet [ ord 

Grime. Now the Motion ſpeakes, 

Herm, Such indeerements would too much impo- 
My gratitude : yet,tis meet our aQtions (veriſh 
Carry ſmooth equalicie ; your conſent | 
Mull turther all my Sures Youare the Kings 
lewcll and hang richly in his care. 

Par ad. You aze precious vnto her, whom loydnoiſe 
Already calls ourQuecne: taire Rvodelingal*” vo 
We may /if theyprooue naturalland kinde) © 

Goucrne the Nationthathath conquered vs; 4! *-3 


— OG EDIT — ———_ 


Yilk 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


I _ — —— 


King of Lombardy, 
Gaineour —_ liberty,and > 

Not ſtray from noble Arts : ſuch hopes our free 
Imbraces prophecy. The King. Loud nuſick. 


Emter Hlboains; oily Conrade emners, ec. 


"'Frolls;; Your Troopes(Sitjare fo divided ities! 
Mix'd files,that to the City you doe march 
Berweene thick walles of men. 

Alboy.Let my Horſe-guard bring vp the Rere:We'k 
With warre, We have no vieot ery DW, = 
Burof magnificence. '|' / 

Yoterri. The order is already given. It was | 
Your Royall will, we haſten in our March, 

Therctore each Squadron double their paces. 
Albou, My Boy, | bring thee home my chicfe Trophyr 
Thoudolt delight me more hen victory. - 
Retire. Iam in loue too violenr. 
My embraces cruſh thee, thou art but yet 
Ot cender growth ——— 
P.rad.My Countriman would kifſe your Royal hands, 
And then expe@t1io greater ha SIN 
Till he arriue in heaven. He hath done your-- 
Rhodel:ndafervice Preſents Hermeg.0n his 
Herm,Rhodo{inda is your humbleſt captiue. #nee i the 
Sheioſcrts you ofteh ms het'prayers,” - ' -" Kine. 
Andcalldit my chief duty ro preſen _ 
Her true ſervice to your'Maieſty. 
Albou,Hername doth inrich our Language: My boy 
Can witneſſc char I lone her : ſhe makes me 
Practle in my {dept Foedrunke Mandragora, * & 
Toi ie in hope'that Imight | 
Dreame of her, Riſe pnexper Honour, 


Enter 
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Enter Gouernonr of Verona. 


Gowerrour, High and ſacred Maieſty ! Verona 
Hath vnhindg'd her wide Gates : proud to admic 
The fate of Kingdomes. Our crooked Matrones 
_— their age : and (as the ragged Earth 
Art the Springs warme approach) look fre(h, & young, | 
To intercaine you. Our timorous Virgins | 
(With the bold Youth) ioyne in one wanton Quire | 
To fing your welcome. (barke? 

Grimo.How the Spanick fawnes, 'cauſe he dares not 

Goxer, Th'amorous Vine clips not the ſhady Poplar | 
With ſuch regardabout whoſe moſſie waſte | 
She hangs a ſmiling Lover.) Our City is | 
By the refleQion of your bleſt appr | 
Like Peliondeck'd, whom Tythes's Miſtreſſe | 
(Leaving the weeping Eaſl) with brighcneſle guilds. 

There's not a wrinkle !:ft in all Verona, 
Wherein pale ſorrow,or rebellious enuy 
Can finde their loathed Manſion. Flattering ioy 
Swells big cach loyall boſome. All implore 
You as their ſafery ; who hath huſh'd the noiſe 
Of diſcord,and loud warre. 
Grim, The Raſcall flatters,as if he had ſeru'd 
His prentiſhip in Court. 
Albeu. Thi'aſt doneme iuſtice, Gouernor,& know'ſt 
The way to make methaoketull,butnor proud. 
I vnderſtand thou haſt with honor'd ſafery 
Preſeru'd thole Iewels to thy charge commirred, 
(My Rhodolinda,and my Boys Y a/davra,) 
Ando increay'd new moriues of ouxabavhs. 
Gouer, Heauen has mage your, memory t09 humble, 
Thus to record your ercagurcs {eruice. bc 
| Albon. 


De CCC 


Wits 


\ King of Lombaray, 

All ou, Letnow the mpuy [ aborer ruſt witheaſe; 
And aloud proclaime,thar the vpland Foore | 
Releaſe his Teeme,and his indultrious -lough, 

Let him fing glad /6s to the rultick 
Powers that guard his hiclds,and vnto me. 

Goucrn, It is by you we ar& no warlike Ram, 

Nor battering engine forc'd a bloedy entrance 
Through our thicke walls It was the powerfull breath 
Of your victorious fame,that conquer'd vs. 

To that we yeelded : which asa rough blaſt 

That poaſts from the cold Artick Pole, hath borne 
Before it captiu'd Nations. - 

A{bo. By heauena good old man !'ifhebe learn'd, 
Ile have bim write my Annales. 

Grim, Indeed he lookes like a Chronicler, 

Albou, Paradine £ Informe him ot my deeds. 


Thou haſt beheld my diſcipline full of | | 
Shape and order,when confuſion did _ 
The foe,and ſtifled chem in throngs. ! Looke? 


Rhodolinda's come to guild our Triumph / 


Enter Rhodolinda,Yalditurs,T heſina,and Atten- 
Aants in monrning, 


Parad, And my Y aldaare too ! Tet Nature ſhew 
A third obie& fo delightfull,we'le weare 
She is nor old,nor her firſt materials 
Waſted, bur in creation ſtill retaines 
Herformer ſtrength 2nd skill. 1 

Albou But why(my beautious Captive) art thou ſtill 
In Sables wrapp'd ? 

Khoo. our ftarres bid you be happy. My crofſe fe 
Like the R auen,croaks a funcrallnote : _ 

| is 
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This ſwarthy habit, but pains forth the griefe 

That chaines wy ſoule in darknefſle. And filiall lone 
Commands me mourne tor him, whom you too loone 
Depriu'd of life,my conquer'd father, 

Albov, Lethisaſhesreſk | | 
Ar quiet ja their Yrne.., His ghoſt long ſince 
Hath waſb'd away the ry of his tate 
Inflow-pac'd Lzthe;' Take me,modeſt faire, x 
Into thy boſoxge,” Q, hide me thexe ! 

My glad ſoule, how full is thy content ? | 
Now3ghou fear'd thing, that guid's the heauenly Em- 
Rendall che murmuring clouds,and dart; - > -: (pure, 
Thy Thugder axwez Lamfate..c:, ; 1 | 

Rhodo. My captiuiry muſt needs ſeeme caſic, 
Whilſt the uerour proucs ſo kinde. 

Albs. Icould gaze thus on thee,tilliny wonder 
Did conuert me into marble;zand yer ti-c,s, 
My Nw 5 141 TP oe | 
Liuely as that which bold P:omerhews ſtole, 

Were the Seacoagulace, andthe world 
Rerurndto th' antick Chaos,a blinde Lumpe 
Thy logkewould farce rhe warringelemens +. + 4 
Into a ſacred orderzand beget.. +... 

A harmony like this they now inioy. 


Rhogo, 'Y ou areto0 in youſpeech, 
Albo. YerwbenLv Dn 


. Letmenot forget myownebighbeings);: |! 


Iuc humbled all the-Natiavs' of theieasth gi | 

Brought home as ſpoyles the, whole wealth of Nature : 

Yer, kboadolinda,nought like thes.Let me 

Whiſper my contenr,for ſoft muſicke moſt 

DeJights abc femalpeatres! 419 it Dbeywalke ſide, 
Parad. Why, my;deateta/danurggdatt thou nr” 

Y 


. 


King of Lombardy. 
My warmeembraces ? Let hungry death ceaze 
On my honour, before ir ceaze on me, 
If in my breſt I intertaine a thought 
Volawtall, 
Vald. t eſteeme you (Sir) afriend to verrue, 
And in thathope wouldcheriſh all your loue, 
Parad.ln thy faire brow there's ſuch a Legend writ 
Of rimorous chaſtitic,rhat it doth bliade | 
Th'adulrerous Eye. Not the Mountaine Ice, 
(Congeal'd to Chriſtall) is fo froſty chaſte 
As thy viRorious ſoule,which conquers Man, 
And Mans proud Tyrant-paſhon. But Iam 
Too rough tor Courtſhip,the ſoit harmony 
Which wanton Peace inftrucs the Tongue to make, 
I hauc forgot. Truſh me (bright Maid |). . 
[ louethce dearely.. T I've found thy heart 
Like Pibble, {mooth,burſtony,. - 
Valda.1've heard my mother ſay :the curled Youth 
Ot Italy, were prompt in wanton ſtealths, 
And finfull Ares. Till Tune bad given me 
Aſſurance otyour noble choughes.;/zwas fate! 
To doubr-your loue, Butnow I with I were 
More worthy,and then-would prooue more liberall 
Otmy lelfe. 
Par 1d. Lea me enioy thy hand ithat moyſt Adamant 
That ſoattraQts my ſoule.! We will (cre night 
Her black Curtaine drawes) make compleat this loue, 
With marriage Rus. 
Alba. How now, oy ! Is my intereſt {o aye 
n your young perſon;that you giue away your (cite 
Withour —_ ! Ty / i264 
Parad. Humbly on my knee, I begthe vulgas, _ ,» 7 
Priuiledge duc to all bears, wy louc,and not wigs 
$ 
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Is a torture, _—_ 
And ſtill remaine poſleſs'd breath. 


Alboa, Thoubaſt ſhew'd me phyſick for my paſſion, 
Take him,Ya/4aura, and be proud { TisI 
That loue him : nor ſhall your joyes be fingle, 
Ile make thenumber yet more full, This day 
Wele conſecrare ro Hymens vie. Behold 
Your Queene (who —_ my Caprtiae) for her birth 
And beaury,is the firſt of Queenes. 

Gower, High Heaven increaſe your joyes / 

Herm.And may you live together vanill Time 


Shall ficken with his age. 
Frollo.Conrad, Long live Albowine King of the Lom- 
Herm, Cry vp Rhodchnda too ! (bards ! 


Frollo.Conrad. Line Rhodolenda, Queene ofthe |.om- 
Alb.Governor! Tis our will that you expe& (bards! 
Honour,and true ſafery." Your Cities loue 
I ſhall perceive by popular noiſe, and your 
Behauiour in this great folemnirie. 
Let the Sunneſmile;the W inde ſport with our Plumes! 
This day let fick-men roo forget to groane, 
Let all glad Hymnes in one mix'd concord found, 
And make the ecchoing heauen your mirth rebound. 


Exeunt all,but Grimold,Y olltervi, Gon- 
dibert. 


Grim, The King's head muſt now convertto rotten 

Gond. Why,Grimold ? (wood, 

Grim. That Court Earewiggs may live there, and 
His brains. Doſt not perceive how they begin {deuoure 
To&'creepe into his cares ? 

Gond.Generous ſoules are ſtill moſt ſubieR ro 
Credulitie. 


King of Lombardy. 
Credulitie. 


Grim, He is a Germane in his drinke : buſied 
With a wanton pride, which his Flatrerers 
Admire for mirth,but his triends doe pitic. 

Yoll;, He ſhould be told his fannes. 

Grim By whom ? Yolkerri,now the King forſakes 
The Campe,he muſt maintaine luxurious mouthes, 
Such as can vtter perfum'd breath and rheſe 
Straite compoſe a faion,engrolle his cares. 

They limit ſtill his conuerfation. 

Even as the ſlow finger of the Diall 

Doth in its motion circular remoue 

Todiſtant figures : fo by aſubcill 

Leaſure,they doe pretax the houres, 

When he muſt change his rotten Paraſite, 
For one more skilfull, how Cadmire,and praiſe. 
No honeſt Tongue can euer interpole 

Totell bim he is morrall. 

Gond, It is the chiefe miſery of Princes, 
Nere to vnderſtand their owne crimes,to finne 
In ignorance. 

Grim, Truc,his Conteſlor,that in fight externe 
A Partriarke ſcemes,will gaine by flattery, 

And ſuperſcribe vatothe King,as to the Pope 
(His hdlineſſe,) But Gondibert, 

Whom Conclaues here in Court doe canonize 
For Saints,will ſcarce be admitted in heauen 
For Angels. 

Vollter.Now Rhodolimada is become his Riuall 
In high Soueraigntie,ſhe will permit 
Noerrors buther owne: The King muſtmend | 
What ſhe miſlikes. 

Grim, She giues vs leaſure - expe 
2 


Her 
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Her charaQger. Women make themſclues more known 
When they doerule,then when th'obey. 
Gond V aldawrd is intich'd with a ſweerneſle 
So religious, that P ar44ine muſt ſinne 
In priuate,or needno mercy. 
Grim.Thaſtnam'dher 1 Though my obdiirate ſuffe. | 
In ative WarreWatifquite deprif&me of . '''' (tance 
All amorousgeſtote. Though tiot theſe forty ; 
Winters, | haue feene any of her ſex! | 
Bur Surtlers wiues, who;in ſtead of Fillers, be | 
Wrap their ſoory haire in Horſes girts. Though 
My marrow is froz&h in my bones, 
YetI melt before her eyes. Vhen | fee her, | 
I grow proud below the Nauell. For ſhe | 
Is none o' th French Novurſery,that praQtice 
The ſublime friske. None o' your ijgging Girles, 
Thar pearch Paraqueeto'son their ffs, 
And ride toth' Court like Yenw Falconers, 
Gond. Grimold,hoarce men ſpeake low thou haſt nor 
A cold yer. (cauvgher 
Grim, She's none of thoſe that on their heads aduance 
High, ſwagg'ring Plumes, like a gay Forehorſe 
Ina Country Teeme-. O, (he's worth the —_— ! 
Yollier. Doſt thoufo commend her vertues, and yet 
Wouldſt thou tempt her vnto vice ? 
Grim, That's a trick I learntof the deuil, Thoſe 
That are vertuous,need his temptation, ' - 
The wicked haue power enough to damnerhemſelues. 
Gond. Hark how they ſhowte ! Away Grimold, or we 
Shall loſe the Triumph ! [11 5 m__ within, 
Grim. Roome for Guckolds whoſe hoynes ave fohigh ; * 
T hey bore the Moone,as ſhe frikes in the 5&0 0000 
| : 4 0.9 192 2 «UI LE%ehnt ommes. 
Ac 


King of Lombardy, 


A the ſecond. Scene firſt, 
Enter Grimold Gondibert,Y ollterri. 


Grim, This Peace makes me rorten,duſty 
As a Cobweb. I live like a Cricket 
Ith' corner ofan Ouen. Pox of theſe © 
Cities, To be valiant here,jis to fortcit 
The Statute : and theſe furr'd gownes hold, 
There isno finne fo great as pouerty. 
Gond. Thouart as melancholy as a leane Iudge ! 
| Grim, I,ora corrupted Officer,atthe noiſe 
Of a Parliament. In this diviſion 
Ot vnualewed Tropheys, Territories 
Vaſt and ample, (gain'd partly bymy ſveat) 
Not a ſingle Acrefalls ro my 


Emer Cumymond,Frolle ,Conrade, Sernants with 
4 Banquet. 


Cuny, Beare backthere They thruſt as it they meanc 
To ger me with child ——- 
| Frollo, You lirrah "on get the Ringooſtent 
Wah child 2: 


Conr, Braceback there! or welepurye to-rhe charge 
Of Surgery 


Cup, Diſpatch, fellowes ! 
Gondib. 1s not that Canmymond ? 
Grim, The lame, He isa great Aſtrologer. 2 
The meexze Anotaryy i'th front o'th/Kalender. 
You may know where the a w,by ſome toy 
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In's habit,which he cemoues,as the Signe 
Remoues. 
Cuny.Frolle,did they enter bere by your permiſſion? 
Frolls. Not by mine, Sir. 
Cuny. Nor yours,Conrade ? 
Conrad.They are men of China for ought I know. 
Cuny. Then they muſt our. Gentlemen, pray auoide 
The Preſence. 
Grim. 'Sdeath Sir ! dye make ys your Voyders ? 
Yollter.Muſt we carry away your Checſe-parings ? 
Thruſt your Bodkins forth ! 
Gon4, Draw i'th Preſence ? Art thou mad ? 
Grim. How he ſtands ? he is created of Starch, 
And dares not vic a boyſterous motion, 
Leſthe ſhould fall in Rumples. 
Cuny. Sir,you may ſpeake like a Cannon ! bur you 
Shallcither goe,0r— 
Grim, Or what, Sir ? 
Cwuny. Or ſtay, Sir. 
Conrad.By heauen he ſhall doe one, Sir 
Frollo, Nay, Captaine,doe not look, as if yhad drunk 
Vineger. You muſt,or go,or—ſtay Sir— Loud 
op. ! weare tumbling ina Drum, knocking. 
Within, Fellowes o' the Guard, make way there ! OE. 
Open the doore (ficers ! 
Cun, Beare back there! Gentlemen!whatd'ye meane? 
Pray' beareback—— ; -' ' Loud Mouſiche. 


Enter Albouine, Rhodolinds, P aradine,V aldaura, 
Hermegild,Theſinaggyc. 


hem. Phebus willbe thought more raſh then Phactoy 
Ifnow he haſtento the Weds. Sir, this ; 
Glorious 


ee er re  ——_ 


King of Lombarty, 
Glorious day,merits well a longerage, 
Then what is limicted to all within 
Our Kalender. 
Albs. Hermegild, thy free heart adds to our triumph! 
Grim Sir,I'ge ſome few words, I needs muſt viter ; 
Since my laſt ſeruices in Hungary, 
You remaine on my Tally fix thouland 
Duckars : I'm loth to skore vp ſtill, and pay 
My ſelfe with my owne C halke. (way * 
Albs, Wouldſi haue thy Soule diſmiſſed a naturall 
Gri. I would not (tarue, looke,like a parch'd Angtamy 
Sow'd in a Kid-skin. Pay your debcs,Sir ! 
Albs. | never met with boldneſle, vncill now | 
My courage is quite puzled! 
fin.Do ———— bliſter to heare this? My breath is 
Wholſome. | cannot tipple like a Duck 
In a greene Poole. Nor teed on Berries in 
A Hedge, like ſome loſt remnant o'my fathers 
Scatterd luſt, Sir,pay yourdebes ! 
Albo.Sure,thou arr ſome {pirit ! I cannot kill thee ! 
Grim. In this diuifion ofthe Lands,l help'd 
Toconquer ; | amnot furniſh'd with 
A Mole-hill for a pillow. 
Allo. Hermez1ild (at chiefe in the Committee 
For diviſion of thoſe Lands : bid him reward 
Your fcruice : beſides, 1 miſtake the cuſtome, 
Ortis my Treaſurers office to pay 
My debts,not mine. 4 
Grim.'No Sir, (thanks to your Royall thrift) it is 
Your office to pay all; your Treaſurers 
Cuſtome to pay nothing, Thrufls bim 
Albo.Do nor interrupt my marriage Rites / 
Grim, 1 cannot take your reference for paimen of h 


The Tragedy of Albowine, 
Albo, Would.chou wert dead ! 

Grim. Sir,lle mike my'Ghoſt,my Executor, 

And walke after death, ere llc loſe my mony. 

Albo. Sit,my Rhodolinds : This is thy Spheare ! 

In th'abſence of the Sunne,we mult recciue 

Our light from thee. Paradzne,thy Bride expeRs 

Thy ſervice. 

Parad.Styas an ill bargaine on't, torule one night, 

Andeuer after too 

Her.Capraine, chough the King be prompt in mercy, 

Yet hath he ſo muchanger in him, 

As will expreſſe him mortall. Tis for your. 

Safety,to auoid the Preſence. | 
Grim, Ilc bribe your Lordſhip with a Ginny Tooth. 

Herm, You mult repent this —_— 75 f 
Parad., He mult not oy | Spot tY, 
Herm. How my Lord! (1 | 

: Parad. Thele whom you _— in your faRion, 

Enioy,by your affiſtance, proud ſtrudtures , 

Andfertill Granges,to ryaintaine their gaudy 

Rior, Sir,you had a fraile memory, 

Or a degenerate heart, when you forgor 

His merit; might you incorporate thoſe in one, 

The ſordid bulke could nere make vp his ſhadow. 
Hermeg, I am preſcrib'd my —_— in Court! 
Parad. Grimold,away | Tis ny re you leaue 

The Preſence. 

Grim, | am obedient (Sir) to your defire, 
Gond, 'Slight,thou haſt made a braue retreat. 
Yollt. 1 look'd when both of vs ſhould taſte 

Ofimmorralitie. Exeunt Grimo.Gond. ollt, 
Cerm. He thatinflanr'd rhisfire,will fcorch his buſie 

Fingers. My Lord,itwas vakindly done 

T'affront 


King of Lombardy. 
T affront my anger thus : but I haue hope 
It is your laſt faulr. 
Parad. 1 cannot reckon it among my faulrs, 
Sir,you inuolue your meaning in your ſpeech, 
The world ſhall inde me honeſt. 
Herm, Youarea Bridegroome now. 
Albo. Hermegild,make your anger knowne, 
For elſe your frownes will cauſe your loyaltic 
To be ſuſpeRed. This night ſhould be as ſmooth 
And pleaſant,as that to which we owe our blels'd 
Nariuitie. 
Herm, Sir,you are greaton Earth ! I am meerely 
Your creation. My paſſions doe afford 
Your high delight all ſympathy. 
Old Time hath throwne his feathers from his hecles, 
And flowlylimps in's motion to prolong 
This Triumph : but if Paradine affrone 
Hymen,and me withſullen rage, it ſhall 
Becalld my picty to lutfer. '  Rhodo.tands wp. 
Rho. How!your Excellence ought rexcule my ſpeech! 
V'Vhen your victorious {word depriu'd me of 
My Father, I enter'd ro captivity, 
Asto th'oblique ſhade,where death inhabits. 
Till you allowd me Hermegild , who with 
His high Philoſophy did make 
My bondage ſweete. My Father lou'd him well; 
He was hisnobleſt Seruant,and muſt nor 
For bis verrnestuffer,yntill your ſacred rongue 
Forbid me ſhare with you in Soueraignty. . T> 
Alta: Boygthiswas a bold crime; You muſt not giue 
Me cauſe tocbide my fond heart, Ya/daure, 
Vrge him to proffer triend(hip 
Vnto Hermegild ; youare pawertull 
0 " D 


Lol? \ 


Ore 


| The Tragedy of Albowine, 
Ore his nature, . I haue deſervu'd to loſe 
My chiefe prerogatiue 
Fald. Tam too timorous to dealewith ariger ; 
If he prooue ſterneof nature,my Marriage 
Is my funerall. My Lord! 
Herm. Paradine,1've an humble loue. I will 
Preſent it firſt to your refuſal! 
Parad. 1 want your phraſe,to make my manners ſcene 
Lefſe rugged. Allthat is loue,[cheri 
With ſuch religious heate,as my Ya/davura 
Claimes, ſince our young Nuptiall ——. 
lbs, This = vous dee is aſacrifice 
To thee my Queene: whoſe deity 
Conliſts of loue. Sir, and with your 
Perſons,ftraight intrench the Table, Some wine ! 
Fill in my Germane Place, lle drinke as when 
I'm hot with victory. This to my Bride— 
Cuny. Sound high ! 
Albs. More wine,and noiſe! Now Boy, I celebrate 
Valdaura's health — 
Cuny. Bid their Inſtruments ſpeake lowder. 
They'reatraid ro wake the Neighbours. 
Albe.This is legitimate blood of the rich 
Corſick Grape: precious asthy teares | 
(My Royall Girle) when thou art penitene 
To heauen, Whileſt the King talkes they drinke. 
Herm. Spare me in thenext,and lleeſteeme you 
Courteous; ſo much wine will put me to the charge 
Of Phyſicke. | | 
© 'Cuny. Your Lordſhip ownes it asa prime vertue — 
Atbs. Shall the world bleed? but frowne,and thou 
A Chaos, Maligne thepride of ſome farre -(renew'ſt 
Eaſterne Queene, whom Trayellers bely, 
| And 
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King of Lombardy. 
And Iwill forage there, like loud thunder / 
Or like the Northerne winde the Maine, - 
Where lazie Hulkes are role'd like chips. 
Rhods, I meritno ſuch complement. 
Albs.lle do'r. Tis thought, I am immorrtall, 
The chiefe of my great Anceſtors, that made 
A wilde incurſion ore this fertill ſoile, 
Was burta tipe ofme. Morewine! — Thy breath 
Is as the ſmoke of ſpices. I taſte thy 
Melting lippes,and ſiraight ingender kiſſes, 
Heart | Boy, youare too rauenous / 
Parad. | euer held your Maicſty my beſt 
Example. Kiſles nimbly gather'd, 
The faſter grow. 
Herm.The Lombards vſe to ſhare this fport! He kiſ- 
Albo. Is not your name Pigwiggin ? ſes Theſins. 
Cuny.Pigwiggin ! your Grace was wont to call me 
Cunymond : | am no Faery. 
Albo. Nox I] the. King of Faeries. 'Slight, fir,d'ye 
Preſent me witha Cup,made, o'th bottome 
Of an Akehorne,or Queene Habbs Thimble ? 
Fill me a bowle, where I may fwimme, 
And bathe my head,then riſe like Phebws from 
The Ocean,ſhaking my dewy Locks. 
A health to Ceſars memory. Boy,doe me 
IJuſtice,or thou afrontt my Triumph ! 
Parad. Conrade, the King will drownevs all! 
Conr.haue now, Sir,but the moiety of his draught. 
; _ Though Fame lends you her Trumper,giues 
caue | | 
To ſpeake your owne praiſe,you cannot viter more 
Theo my bahefefhallwatranks/ 7 
iAlbo, Now nies like the amorous Lute'| 
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| | I am 
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I am the Broome of Heaven, whe th'world ou foule, 
He (weepe the Nations intoth Seca, like dufg. 
Thy tacher was magnanimous, and great 
King of the Girpides. Yet his title 
Sat not ſo nobly on him,as my conqueſt, 
Know, his vokmd fate,was his chicte glory : 
For it was | that flew him , and thou his 
Captiu'd Daughter art my Queene. 
Rhod. Sir,it you continue this narration, 
I ſhall weepe. (thread 
Albex, Doe, weepe! thenon my heare-ſtrings I will 
Thy teares in (ſtead of Pearle: ſuch a wealthy 
Bracelet, /ove would preſent vnto his Queene : 
And ſhe tuck vp her {leeues,to ſhew her gawdy wriſts. 
More wine ! Bring vs the Bowle of Victory. 
Ex't Cuny moni. Paradine kneeles, 
Parad, Sir,you ingag'd your Royall word,neuer 
To preſent that fatall obieR, 
Albo. Paradine,doe not reſiſt my pleaſure. 
Ile cruſh thee into Ayre. 
Parad. Iam in my ambition vertuous, 
If I defire t'expirea ſacrifice 
Toloyaltie, Sir,ruine what you made, 
Bur doe not violate your Yow. 
Albou. Hence! 1 ſhall delight in fury ! 


Enter Cunymond with 4 5 kull, made into 4 
 '' drinking-Bowle, 


Welcome, thehorrid Trophey of my chiefe warre ! 
Khodoknda,lletty thy fortuude. 

This was thy Fathers Skull + thon ſhale eahealth 
Varohis Ghoſts 21 4 > Bobs). We 


King of L:mbardy. 
Rhod, 'Offatall ! my cies (hrinke within my brow ! 
I gather Agues like the Spring,and tremble 
I ike the vnlick'd Lambe, newly yeand vpon 
A ltheece of Snow, 

Va'd. Hide me,Paradine * the obieR doth fo 
Penctrate,that wi:en [ winke,I ſpic it 
Through my Lids. 

Abou. Tame,feeble Soule ! Will ſhe not pledge 
What we doe celebrate * Returne her perſon 

Cunym.Madam,the King Strikes him, and 

Rhod. The King's a Tyrant, and thou his flaue, exit. 

Frolle. That's a fauour,Signior. 

Cunym, | weare it as a lewell in my care. 

Parad. Fly,deare Yaldaurs , (weeren her cenſure 
Of this a&,and mediate for the King. 

Vald. Theſina,prethee helpeme in diſcourſe , 

My wonder (Wenc|:)doth ſo diſturbe my ſpeech, 
I feare I ſhall grow dumbe. 

Theſi. The work is pious weatrempt, Exeun: Yald. 

Her, The harmony of your ſweet tongue is his Theſ. 
Beſt phyſicke : divorce him from thoſe black choughts, 
Whil't I imploy my vrmolt skill,co win 
The Queeneto his imbraces. She's grear of Soule, 
And may derermine whatmy fond heart laments 
To prophecy. 

Paraz, Y'are my beſt Conntriman,kind and loyall. 
ax ' ExiutHern, 

Albo. So pale mdrtimorous!? Ne fooner couple 
With a Mandrake and beger groanes. 

Parad, My Royall Lord! 

Alba. Hah! Am I alone ? Hauethey all left me ? » 
Where is my Empire 7 Doe } gouetnc in 
The vacant Ayre#. 
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Parad. SiramlT loſt vnto your memory ? 
You were wont to truſt my leruice: the way 
Vnto your Couch lyes here — 
Albo. None ſhall be proud but 1. My ſmiles reviue 
The dead : but when 1 trowne, the living ſtraighe 
Melt into Ghoſts, 
Cunym. Lights for the King there ' 
Parad, Cunymord,you are too officious ! The Kings 
rture muſk be priuar. Excunt Albo,Parad. 
- Frollo,The King is light enough himlelle: heneeds 
No Torches. 
Canym. And ol enough ! for he ſeemes to reele 


With his owne weight. 
Conrad. No Maskes! No rw 6 now ! 
Call for a Boneſetrer,for Time hath ſprain'd 


His feere, and goes awry. Exeunt omnes. 
Enter Rhodolind, Yermegild. 


Rhode. O Hermegila ! agenerallecli 
In Nature,would = ſceme ſo horrid t 
To cut theſe cordiall firings which Hymen had 
But newly ty'd, 

Her,l,there's the horror/whil'ſt his Vowes fat warm 
Vpon his Lips; bis breath not mingled yer 
With cooler Ayre; thus toperturbe by ſterne 
PraRice your ſweet reſt, was worſe then periury. 

Rhod, To preſent my Royall Fathers Skull, 

In drunken Triumph. | | 

Herm, Take heede ! you will diſtra& your memory, 
There's a Record, Time ſtrives to loſe; and Fame 

to hide beneath ſome oblique fold inher- 
Thicke Volume,as loth to diſcredirall: ./\ ; 


7 
M 


Mankind, 


King of Lombardy, 

Mankind. Your father valewed you next tv 

His intereſt in heauen. T'ue ſcene the good 

Old King ſearch for his piQure in your eyes, then—.. 
Rhod, No more : Patience is fmfull now, Thou arr 

ly read and wiſe: inftrut meto be bold, 

For Albowine hath ir _— be cruell. 
Hermee,\Y'are now rch incorporate 

Therefore Divinitic forbids me vi . 

My naturall motions. How e're I thinke 

Ir fit, you give him direfull cauſe,ſoone to 

Repent : Repencance ſure is phyſick for his ſoule, 


Enter Paradine, V aldanra. 
Paradine and's young Bride! Yourexcellence 


Shall pleaſe that weretire : whil't I diſguize 
My kind geſture,and ſeeme to flatter in 


The Kings behalfe 
Parad. Tobed foft modeſty! I will my ſelfe 
Deliuer to the Queene the King's intent. 


Yald. Sirghe King iscruell. Should you prove fo 
To me, 1'ld ſoone diſtill my ſouleto teares, 

And weepe an Ocean deepe enough to drowne 
My forrowes,and my ſelfe. 

Parad.”T were terne guilt ro doubt my nature. Faire 
To bed, I long toJloſe my Youth in warme (Saint, 
Embraces,anderethe pearly Momeappeare, 

Make thee a teerving Mother. To bed/with winged haſt 
Expc& my preſence. 11,0119  Extt#aldaura,/. 
Horm, How ſmooth appeazes the Brow of Yourh/ 


Parad. Haile Rhodolinda ! the Royall Miſtreſle 
Of this night. Thus 4/5ovine(our great King)bade 


Me fay, Y*aredearer to his eyes then light, of 


Though 
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Though cueryBride may claime from Hymes 
Priviledge to rule her Lord,till Heſperns 
Appcare,and cancell her briete Charter. 
Yer be doth humbly beg, you'le nor intrioge 
The Lombardscultome, whoſe Virgins never vow 
A continence the Nuprtiall night, 
Rhod. I yet want your meaning. 
Par, Tis his chiefe hope that you will ſtraight expe& 
His perſon in your bed. 
Rhed. How !lye with hinv-Ile ſooner. choole a Man- 
In a ſepalcher: There commit inceſt (fion 
With the raw remnant of my fathers bones : 
Sooner imbrace an ayric /#cubus: 
Mingle Limmes with ſome vicerous Cripple, 
Able co infe an Hoſpirall. 2 
Parad. O take heed! Take heed, faire Maieſty! letnor 
His raſh ſinne provoke you to intend {o dire 
An abſtinence:ere yet the wine hath loſt 
The vnruly operation. 1 be King diſclaimes 
His wanton pride,and mortifies himſclic 
V Vith fullen griefe. 
Rhod. Canit thou ſuſpeR,I will prooue inconſtant, 
To whart in cold temperance I determine ? 
Parad, Heauen auert you ſhould approve your error. 
Rhod. tle kneele,and yow with all folemnitic —— 
Herm. © hold-! 'twere blacke impierie in ys 
To ſuffer ſuch a horrid crime, You may 
Intormexhe King of my c£ligious loyalty, 
Alreacy {have vs'd perſwaſiue ſpeech, 4 
To reconcile chisods': but ſhe growes wilde, 
Repugnant to all mercy. 
Parad. As youcltecme your Royall ſelte,or vs, 
Wao (when kinderPlancts rul'd) were ſeruants E 
| A 


King of Lombardy. 
To th'vnhappy King your father; cheriſh 
No more this anger in your breſi,leſt Time 
Afﬀeord it growth and violence, till it 
Diſturbe the world. 

Herms, Hg councels like a ſacred Oracle. 

Parad, |, will iatorme the King, your continence 
You onely celebrate to rhis blacke night, 

And giue him hope, that you'le hereafter ſmile, 
His kinde inticements meet withe<quall heate, 

And fertill loue, Though I 'm vnbewne ,and ſhap'd 
In warre,this ſoftens all my faculties ——- 

Rhod.Stay,P ar adine,did(t chounot name my Father: 

Parad. | did with a deuout remembrance ! 

Rhed. And thou know'(t how thy good Country ſuf- 

Parad.[ think qn it,and my heart hangs heauy (fers? 
On its ſtrings; galles chem with irs ſullen weight. 

Rhod. Hermezild oftreceiues certificate 
From ſome in bondage there,whbich writ in Proſe, doe, 
I'h reading into Verſedillolue : fo lad 
The bufineſſe is, ſo fic for clegie. 

Hermeg. $0 ſad a Requiem yer was neuer ſung, 
Thovgh the hoarce Rayenandithe Whiltler ſhrill, 
The Howler,and the cuening Dorr made vp 
The fatall Quire. The young men there are yoak'd 
In payres,and ſtretch cheir fannews in a Teeme, 

To draw the wealthy harueſt to the Grange, 

Where th' inſulting focre/1des. /Theag 

{Heretofore in purple cloth'd) char diſpos'd 

Of Law and luſtice ; arenow fow'd v 

In dunghill clouts ; and dwell on parched hills, 

Totend the flocks ; whoſe fleece the Y ior weares 

In gawdy triumph, S 
Parad, O harſh captiuitic ! Our Country groanes - 

E Ti 
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Till now I thought the Conqueror gan to eaſe 
Their bondage,not adde to the weight of their 
Compell'd burdens. 

Rhod. The King's a ſterne Tyrant. 

Parad, Yethe hath vs'd me ſtill withgentle power, 
Ta'ne me from the cold Earth,and warm'd me in 
His boſome : and Hermegild has full cauſe 
To bleſſe his bounty. But you (now our Queene) 

He valewes next to : howerre this raſh 

Error ſtrives to diſgrace his loue. We are 

His captiues too, heretofore not heeded 

By our Starres; though we now grow tall with titles 
And his fauovr. 

Herm. My Lord, the King is kinde ! Our memories 
Were fraile,(hould we forget what hath ſo much 
Pertain'd viro our knowledge: I 'm fo fond 
O're my Religion, I dare not taſte 
Ingratitude: yet give me leaue to ſay, 

You may miſtake his loue vnto the 

The dry Tartar,who yoakes his females neck 

With ruſty Yron,not with Carckanets 

Of threaded Pearle; whom he preſerues for phyſick 
More then increaſe ; will the firſt night of their 
Coniun&tion,feaſt her in's i 'drent; 

Call her Soveraigne; and like ſome amorous winde, 
Sport with her haire. 

khod. But my Nuptiall the King did celebrate 
In Golgotha,where Skulls,and duſty bones 
Inhabir. 

Herm, Y'are$kilfull in the deeds thar appertaine 
To ſtrength and fury , but they that aime 
ArviQory in Court,muſt practiſe ſ\moorh 
And fubcill Arts. Wiſe Fauouritcs doe walke 

Ith 


King of Lombardy. 
I'th darke and viefalle lights. Nay,oft diſguize 
Their breadth and ſtature ; ſeeme eſſer then they are: 
For know, the flender Worme,or nimble Grlg, 
Ma wriggle downe into th* oblique,and lo 
Deloenc o'th narrow hole, whilft th'ocegrowne Snake 
Peepes ar the brimme,but ne're can view the bottome. 
Khod. Thinks on thy Country, Peredrxe ! Is there 
In Story no mention of ſome great Soule, 
That did his Country prize aboue his owne 
Morralitie,and dy'd to gaine his Nation Freedome? 
Herm. The Noble Bratw for his Countreys heakh, 
Made Ceſar bleed , Caſo was heroique too, 
And had in warre loud Fame, which he increas'd 
By _ inthis AR—— Tis wrought with skill, 


And aprtleaſure. His thoughts grow numerous, 
And ingender hotrid ſhapes, ſuchas frighe 
His fancy. 


Rhod. Paradine, good night ! 
Herm, Hymes and your Bride,will blame m_—_ tardy 


Seruice. Sweet Lord,a thouſand times g 
Exeunt Herm and linds 


Paraed. Falſe vato me!/when Thunder wakes the dead: 
When the Skie looks ſwarthy : theclouds like inke 
In water powr'd : when the Earth ſeemes to ſtand 
As in a gloomy (ſhade, When the winde blowes 
Till ir growes hoarce : till it conuert 
And ſprinkle Seaseuen oa Dew zthen I 
Shall ery the King,and farhome his wide Soule. 

If he ſtart,complaine of his morralitie, 

Kneele oft , and pray aloud, as Heauen 

Were deats: if thus, I will conclude him fall 
For horrid ſtormes that Tyrants waking kcepe, * 


Doe rock the noble Conſcience (afe aſlcepe. Exit. 
E 2 Aa 


The Tragedy of Abeadve, 
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A8the third. Scene firſt, g 
Enter Khodolinds, V aldawa,T ben, 


: 


Pald.1 knew your Excellence did viſieme. 
For mirth and laughter. 
Rhod. So early vp? Your Lord is temperece. 
T heſ. I ſhould like rheir tempers berter, if (he- 
Were downe,and her Lord vp, © 
Y ald. Fye,T beſina,your rongue's varuly; (mirth; 
Rho. The morning might have ſhewne me too for 
Had notthe falſe King made thenight fo ſad. 
Black fancy flye! 
Theſ. She moues as ſhe were ſicke, this Skirmiſh has 
Much weakened her. 
Rhod, Doſt thou call't a skirmiſh ? 
Theſ.'1,Madam,a French skirmiſh; where th' onſec 
Is hotand fiery, but the retreat cold and tame. 


(Enter Hermegild, 


Herms. Madam ;the King ? 
Rhod. Hah ! 
Herm, He greets your Excellence in a ſmooth phraſe, 

And begs,you will permit his carly viſit, 

Rbod, I'd rather Joſe my eyes then ſee him : 

Vallaura kneeles, 

YVald.When you did triumph in your fathers Court, 
My entreaty then had power to alter 
Your commands; reward my youvg ſeruice 
Witt'kindnefſew yourſelfe. When the tal 
Cedar falls,with burly weight ir fixikes 


The 


King of Lombardy. 
The neightgvring {byubs, low, into ne grougd:;. dnt 1 
So we that ſpring like Ryſhes neerc your rogues, ir: 11] 
Muſtin your. m_ receive a funcrall.- we ll 

Rhod. VVhat's this ? D'ye moralize ? ' 

* »#ald. The King may hauec his an I" I 
For heaven forbids ſuc wilde dizi t ue, 

"Tweene thoſe whom holy Church _ 

Rhod. Harke,Tbeſins ! ' Lhe has beca geſſiping, 
VVith the holy Siſters: ſhe preaches ro me 
Of Matrimoniall zeale. Troth Yaldasra, 

If thy husband docinkuſe ſuch khijſme, 
Ile praQiiſe a diuorce, 

T heſina. We Court Ladies gzow ſo ſqueamiſh ar 
VVe haue taſted Man, - Y our Maieſty may. .., 
Much profit her behaviour, if yo 
A while deuide her from her Lord. (0 
Herm. So ſong. ?\Ere Time EL ſecond 
Their imbraces ? T7 

Rhod. 1 Hermeeild. Ifthoſe imbraces doe 
Include ſuch hi + delight, ſuch raplodys,  - 

She makes rye -f then, ;fingealLmy bopes. 

Are widdowed by the King, Tonight, aldyhs, TiTkd, 

You are to fleepe beneath my ba NN This 4 

Impoſe asa command. Rhodo.T befin. | 
Herm, Is nor thisa harſh File. = Bil 


Vald. Sir jI williogly ew Wk 60.1, Tt 164 7 
Y'are Noble,vſe yourab Silla) g ).i-1i0 7 
The Queene how af her angertQ d1 PPE 
A ſafer way, then/gainſt che Kio 

Herms, Aday {111d rather.curt my Ky” i 
To prevent lecpe,then Nc #1. 1@U 
Could aduantage adrfigne(o pious.) +1 rm 119. 


And be it paxs of yaus kange charity, . 1; {1 
UT E 3 T indeere 


Foafh 


The Tragedy of Albouine, 
T' indeere me to your Lord.” Tis all the pride 
In my ambition to doe him ſervice. K( 1 
Yald. Sir,he already knowes your worth,and thinks 
Your friendſhip precious, Exit. 
Her,F kifſe your faire hands. The Kipg already come? 
I muſt ſceme penſiue as the night. 


Enter Alboume, Paradine,Canymend, Frollo, 
Conraae. 


 Albs, She's loſt,my Boy : blowne from my fiſt : her 
wings 
Hane gather'd wind: they fiye (like thoſe of Time) 
Swittly forward, bur neverbacke returne. 

Parad. Sir,l hauchope,ſhe will repent this breach 
Of duty,and court your Royall ſmiles agen. 

Abe, Sita fine to:drinke ? Nature has giuen 
To fiſhes a prerogatiue,greater 
Then we inioy. They can euer tipple 
And nor be drunke, 

Cwny. Fiſhes aredumb (Sir)they never fox themſelues 
With talke, e y 

AMlbo. Shave 'rhy mirth is treacherous ! Paradine ! 
Thou haſt confam'd to night the wealth of loue, 
Waſted thy lips in moyſt kiffes, imbrae'd 
A warmth,that would give life ro. marble, 
Whilſt I, (like the (blizary Phoenix) ' 

no heate bot'in my fanerall fame : 

And ſtriue t' ingender of my ſelfe. Yer Boy, 
Thou canſtnot make meermioys ; thou arrmore 
De'ightfull;chenrrry Roddſindi's ſirittes: + 


Let me ſuruay thoſe bluecirckst his lids 


Fall downe.as Eweighty Philutccttting on” 
| downegas if weighty —_— — 


King of Lombar th. 

Their finnes. Thou art not remperate.Preſerue 4 

Thy deare eyes. Loue was piQtur'd blind bevel” 

Ir 54- men blinde. 1 "ogg thee as wy health — — 
Parad. He bruis'd me in his armes.Can louc expreſſe 

Such violence,and yet betalle ? rs. yo | 

Still whiſpers in my care,the Ki 

Thee, Paradine. Burt primary is read-in all 

The Arts of Court,and ſtrives perhaps | 

My ſence to poyſon with leane icaloulte. (Morne! 
Herm. Sweet Lord ! Y' appeare bluſhing like the 

Something your Brideand you haue doner increaſe 

Thenumber of the Worthies. 

Parad. He courts me too ! I want a PerſpeQiue, 

To draw theſe diſtant figures neere my light. 

I ne're ſhall ſleepe agen. 

Albo. Hermegila,thy ape ſbewes ominous ! 
How thriuesour embalie ? 

Herm, Ihaue conſum'd my breath, till I grew faing, 
And wept to invite her mercy ; bur teares 
Wereſpilrlike watcr inthe Forge,onely 
T' inragethe fire, She doth abiure your Niki. 

Albo. Hai(b, lron,nature ! 

Her,The King ſeemes fetter'd in his lims:he wreathes 
His armes,as if he meant to bruiſe his heart. 

And Paradine doth find my charmes predominaarx. 
Albo.He that drinks, forfeits his mortalitic | Ewver 
Grim, How Sir, muſt wenot drink ? Grimold. 
Albo; Souldier,to keepe thy bladder moyſt,1 will 

Permit thee gapei 'th mornings face,and cateh 

Her _—_— reares. Jp 
Grim, It you'll extirpare this vice of drinkin 

Giue order = priuy ſearch i'th the Ocean; » . 

There dwell the greateſt drinkers. The VYhale (Sir) 

Drinks 


The Tragedy of Albouine, 
Drinks deeper [oro hateerbnſhore,and! impownd her 
In a Cefterne,'-'i''" is 
Albs. —__ ! we will imbark for Sea. Ipreſſethee vp 
For cþis imployment.” 
Grim, "Stay (Sir)ere Ti inghg@emy ſelfe' innew 
Seruices, pay mefor my 014. Youreſt 
Vpon my Ticker, thouſand Duckats ; 
And | haue not ſeene your Maieſties face 
In any other merall, but your owne 
Hleſhand blood theſe three moneths. 
Aibo,>Thowgrambleſi like a gray V Vole. 
Grim, Tis then for hunger; Sir. / 
Herm, | Captaine,you miſtake the King, He's __ 
As his blood,and liberaltas the Sunne 
That ſhines on all. This vnrulybxeath,where 
The Civie meete:ineouncell, mihr perhaps; 
Blow their Purſe-ſtrings looſe ſoft the Exchequer, 
And then you (hall number your pay with your owne 
Fingers. 
Grim, I wilt our-rore thuinder,or the Cannon : 
Muſt they (till walke in wealthy Furtes; whilſt men 
Of merit here are cloth'd in Cabidge leaues ? 
Parad. Grimold,you indanger your friends. 
Grim, My Lord, giue loſers leave to ſpeake. I'ue loſt 
My youth and blood ith' warres,and I wantfood, 
A reucrendiAﬀſe beares my wife and her young cgges 
In Paniers vp and downe the ſtreets. I rrauaile 
Like a Tartar,withall wy amily 
About me. Nay,nay,nay ! you would be gon ! 
Albo, Art thounot yet dead 7 
Gri. You muſt not mone till y*have paid me.l know, 
You may be angry with more ſafety then I. 
Bid ſome Coloſſus of your Guard cleaue me 


VVith 


Vit 


King of Lombayy, 


With his Falchon , yer I ſhall ſteale a paſſage 
Orethe blacke R iuer,whea Chron flumbers, 


And fright your Grace, 
Alh.1 dare not ſtrike thee(old man)leſt thou ſhouldſi 
To duſt,and choke me, (fall 


Grim, Good King,pay me. I loue thy Grace : 
And will fight for thee,whil(t I've motion letr 
Toſtirrea tearher. My wantcon(traines me to'r. 
By this hand, ['m faine to cate Branne and Parſley 
Like arameRabbir. 
Herm, Lend me your care,Captaine ! 
Grtm, You'll intice me now t'enter into bond ? 
Herm, ou look indeed like a young heire. Well, Sir, 
Valew me according to my true rate. 
I am your friend. You make 1ll choice of howers 
For helpe of your defigne. The King hath now 
Sad and cumultuous thoughts abour his heart. 
Grim, Great menare lh lad, when they ſhould 
Their debts. (pay 
Herm, Sir,you interpret ill. Grow more ſaber, 
Then c all my power in your behalte. 
Grim, He that recciues a kindnes from the Diuell, 
Shall bee ſure to loſe by his gaines. 
Cuny. Captaine,you ſhould chuſe a luckier minute: 
The King is now in loue, 
Grim, With whom ? 
Froilo. With: dive Queene. 
Grime, In loue with his owne wife! that's held inceſt 
In Court:varietic is more luſcious. 
Albs. Be powerfull in thy fpeech,my Paraaine, 
Yer gentle too. She is the Starrethar rules 
My faculties. 3 
Par. The Queen will bleſſe your temperance, 8 repent. 
F Hermcgild 


The Tragedy of Albowine, 
Hermegi/d is too buſic : he muſt be more 

At lealure ,and I more aQive. Exit Parad,. 
 Albs, Hermegild,weare thy fences neere vs—— 
Grim. Your Maieſty hasa fraile memory 


To forget me ſo ſoone 
Her, You'll forfeit me, and the Kings mercy ! away ! 
Pp Exeunt Albouine Hermegild, 


Grim. Tis no piece of vakindneſle to wiſh thee 
In hell,for all thy friends dwell there. Th'aſt none 
Vpon the earth. Gentlemen will you be open to me ? 

Cuny, In all parts,Sir,but our purſes. 

Gr:m. Draw neere! let vs communicate our hearts / 
Does not that wealth, which you disburſe for powders, 
Perſumes,clothes,and phyficke for the face, 
Returne with gaine * 

Frollo. Expound your Riddle, Sir. 

Grim. Haue you not each a Miſtreſſe that maintaines 
You in expence and riot ? Hah * Fame giues 
Ir out,you ſmooth Gallants are much oblig'd 
Vnto the ſinnes of Ladies. 

Cuny. Conrad: can prattle ſomewhar, Sir,to that 
Purpole. 

Co-r.Good faith youdo me wrong.l'ue worne,Sir, 
A Ladies {lipper in my hat,or (o. 

Frolle is the man that gets their Pendants, 
Armelets,Rings,and all the Toyes of valew. 
Frolls. Excuſe me,fir,notI]. Signior Canymond 
Has all the voyce at Court. We know, Sir,when, 
And where,a certaine Dutcheſle, Sir ; 
You copulate with Titles, you. 
The Heralds are your Bawds, 
Cuny.Hold!grow particular in ſuch a Theame as this! 
Grim, Well, Gentlemen, muſt be furniſh'd roo, 


Cuny. 


King of Lombardy, 


Cuny. With a Miſtreſle 

Grim, Yes,inquire me out ſomeold Land-Carack. 
I am content to ſtretch my loynes for a 
Penſion, 

Cuny, At what rate doe you valew your (clfe - 

Grim, ] was never pawn'd, Sir. 

Cuny. How, Caprtaine ! 

Grim, In this leanc age,we valew all things 
According to the rate,they pawne for. 

Frollo, But we muſt know, how much you would re- 
Inprice of your aQiuitic ? (ceiue 

Conrad. You mult neuer ſtray after freſh paſture. 

Grim, Somecight, I,I, cight hundred Crownes a 

re will doe't. 

am deſirous ofno more then will 
Maintaine my Genet,and my Dwarte. 

Cuny. Your excuſe procur'd, tisfit you now tell, 
How farre in your defence I may ingage 
My honour: is not your fleſha little tainted / 
Are you not vawholſome ? 

Grim. O death,no ; no,no,no ! Do not thinke I haue 
A conſcience ſo ill bred,to put my ſelte 
Vpon a Lady,when vnfit for the affaire, 

Cuny.Well,Captaine,now with your own cics ſuruay 
Yourlimmes, what vſe can a Lady hauc 
Ot you ? To propagate the Cough o'th _ ? 

Frolls.Or _ Cripples,to people an Hoſpirall? 
Conrad, Or produce another Nation that may 
Wage fierce bartaile 'gainſt the Cranes ? 

Grim, Yet | can follow your bodics with rough 
Motion,and not ſhed my limmes by the way 
Cuny. 1 told ye,he'ld make a icaſt on't. 
Grim, But I will kick ye in earneſt, 

F 2 
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kickye 


For 


The Tragedy of Alboujue, 


For my exerciſe and warmh— till my toes 
Grow crooked—— Exennt 0mnes, 


Enter V aldaura,reading to ber ſelfe,then Albs- 


wine, Hermegild. 


Herm, Purſue Y aldawra, Sir. 
Abo, I hate theſe liggeries. 
Herm, You know,l am materiall in my ſpeech, 
Full of duty ; you want the filken garbe,  . 
That muſt indeere you to the Ladies cyes. 
Albo. YetT amloving in my drinke, 
Herm, Greet her kindly, Sir : tis Paradines Bride, 
You haue not ſeene her ſince ſhe indeuour'd 
To increaſe the number of your ſubieRts, 
With loſle of her virginitic. 
Albos Rbodolinda doth (o ingrofle my loue, 
That on other Ladies I've bur lictle 
To beſtow. 
Herm.Sir, praQiiſe but your Courtſhip here. In troth 
You muſt affe& the amorous Cringe,geſtures 
Smooth and pliznt , it will never doe elſe. 
I'ue heard the Queene complaine, you are too rough : 
And what theſe Ladies doe obſerue,will take 
A ſudden flight vnto her care. Strike bur 
Their ſences gently with your tongue. Often 
Flatter'em,and with a vigorous breath 
They 'll then implore the Queene in your behalte : 
And, Sir,th' indeuour of their praile will ſoone 
Procure your peace. 
wdlbs, If | 2 would ſoften Rhodohinds's heart, 
And reconcile me to her ſmiles, I would 


Grow fond,and dally then with all the Sex, 


King of Lombardy. 
Herm, Begin yourtriall. If you ſalare this, 
(And other Ladies too) with ſome imprefſion on 
Their lipps; with managing their fingers thus, — 
With ſeylure on her writt; as it you had 
Some buſineſſe with her Pulſe : then you inchane, 
Be flexiue in your ſmiles,and wantonlike, 
Secke pictures in their eyes : and when they moue, 
Then with perſonall conduR, guide their feer. 
'Mongſt them you cannot ſeeme too cheape, They will 
Admire you for 'r,and {ing your prayſes to 
The Queene. 
Albo, I ſhall be raught ro ſpin,andſiarch! (moue 
Herm, The engin's now compaRtzeach wheele doth 
With filent ſcrewes. The Mole's the ſubtle Pioner : 
For when ſhe vndermines the carth,her flow 
Motion makes no noiſe. Exit, 
Albo. Y* are deuour, Yau/daura, Teach meto pray : 
We haueno leafure for 't in warre ; and ''t has 
Been long time out of faſhion here in Courr. 
Vald. | feare I make ſome breach ofdury with 
Your Excellence,to hinder thus 
The paſſage of your Royall choughts. | 
<Albo, You teach menow, t'excuſe my owneabrupt 
Demeanour ; but I can doe't. My harſh Queene  -. 
(Whom the per{picuous Eye of heaven forgiue) 
Doth much miſtake the nh 0s ol my limmes, 
And geſture of my tongue among your Sex. 
I never vie, like rugged Polyph: ame, 
Todandle Cubs. Thus,l can gently touch 
A Ladies lips yet make no battery on 
Hertceth. Was itnotan —_— ? s 
Tell my proud Queene, 1'uc lot my Iron-garbe, 


 Andnow am growne thus fond and ſmooth. 


yald, 


The Tragedy of Alboxine, 
Yald. O Royall Sis, het cruelty hath pur 

My eyes vntoth'expenceof —P reares. 
Albo, I,but in vaine! Thoſe clouds muſt weep apace, 

That meane to penetrate the Marble,or 

The Flint. I weareno Gauntlet on my hand, 

Why ſhould you thinke that | would bruiſe 

Your fingers with my touch—— Sports with her hand. 


Enter Hermeeild, Rhodalinda. 


Rhed.1s this Paradines Garden ? 
Herm, 1 Madam,and your Excellence may finde 
A ſudden growth,in all that ſhadowes vs. 
Rhod. Hahllookethere ! 
Herm. What is't your eyes ſo eagerly diſcerne ? 
Rho.The King! How ſporrfull he is growne? how full 
Ot amarous game and dalliance ? 
Herm,\\pic Y aldaura there: but is that the King ? 
Rhod, Thou doſt inquire, raffront my ns. 
Albo. You muſt informe the Queene of this: Say, I 
Am ſmooth, and muſicall,and trim,and that 
I talkeno more of warre,nor drinke. 
Vald. Tis my duty to vrge all circumſtance, 
That may credit you in her cſteeme. 
lbs. Iris a piece ofcourtſhip toſalute 
Atparting Kiſſes ber. exit Valdaura, 
Rhod. Is thata ſafe coniunRtion in fo hotaclimate ! 
Albo. Hell anddeath ! V Vhat raw diſcipline is this? 
I ſhould condu& her in her way Exit. 
Rhod, So violent inpurſuirof your game ? 
Leys follow ,Hermegila? 
Herm, Not forall the Sunne beholds in's iourney 
Through the world —— 


Yitu 


King of Lombardy, 
Rhed. + V Vhy * benimble in thy ſpeech ! 
Herm. It (hewes bur filly art in induſtry, 
To ſecke what yoTwould nor finde. 

Rhod. | prethee grow particular ! Doſt thinke 
They purpoſe ought ith darke ? or,was this ſame 
But ceremonious forme ! ſuch a greeting 
As courtſhip will admir in publike interuiew ? 

Herm, The King was neuer giuen to complement, 
You know. As for Yaldaura 

Rhod, Whatof her ? 

Herm, | thinkethat ſhe is chaſte but —— 

Rhod, Doe not inuolue thy language thus 
In periods of ſuſpence, 

Herm, I wiſhthe King had not deſeru'd tobe 
Depriu'd of your ſoft imbraces,then 
He —_—_— haue kepthis conſtitution tame. 

O,isiefo ? 

Herm, Itill becomes the garbeof Maieſty, 

wn, _ thus neighing = a riotous Horſe) 
e that hie ſpies. 

——2 Vie hevſcir? 

Herm. Madam,you queſtion me,as if what I 
Declare,were to your knowledgenew and ſtrange. 

Rhed. 'By heaven and o iris. 

Herm, O my officious Soule ! muſt it be my crime 
To giue the information vp ? would I 
Had knowne the King was here, you ſhould have made 
Another path, your walke. 

Rhod. Hermegild,you did mis-{pend that breath. 

. Herm, Alas,you had cnough ot griefe before. 

This addition will but ſhew a tyranny 

In fate and me. 1t works with hight, likenew Þ , 
Mighty wine! as if 't would ſplirthe Caske. FU 


The Tragtdy of Al outny, 
Rh:d. O periur'd.black adulterous King ! affrone 
My Fathers Gboſt - Diftorbe his Aſhes in 
His rombe? W he drunk with pride,he mock'd me with 
The gawdy title of a' Qu eene, and now 
] am becore a (tale for allhis luſt. 
Y aldaura to0 ! fo pure of heart (torſooth) 
That ſhewould bluſh to ſee her.awn hand, ifnak'd : 
They are prolcrib'd;, Know, Hermegild, 
Our Country ſhall be tree, 
Herm, This is anoble rage! Heaven knowes how I 
Haue gricu'd at your decay of foule.:'T was my 
Sad fearc,thatallthe md Te ,which were 
By luſtice kindled in your breſt,had been 
Extinguiſh'd quite,now they grow vp in flames, 
You now like Phebas ſhew, when be hath waſh'd 
His face with Dew, Your influence doth inkhife 
Anoble heate, ſuch as would motion giue | ” 3 
Vntoaged Statues z wake thempluck vp ' 
Their Moſhe feer,aodwalke.- - - 
Rhod. Thou giu ft my {encespride! Whatin this great 
Buſinefle wile thou doe, t' incourage ligpe'# / * ». 
Herm, I will mingle poyſon in my nke;write 
VVitha Ravens Quill! 't wiltbeafatall 
Scripture : and ſhallcharmelike to thoſe wiſe ligs 
The Syrens (ing. Some muſt direion beare . 
T our Penſioners,that in our Country rule 
The terne Edits of Law ; ſome to Martial 
Spirits, who with their able kill doc leade 
Thoſe Regiments, the CN gariſon'd 
I'th bordering Townes. They ſhall revolt,my ny Queer, 
And ſeate re. in thy Farhers Chaire : they muſt 
Be drunkewith the Elixir of my Gold- 
&24.V Vhen firſt I choſe thee out for this great work, 


I ſaw 
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I ſaw thee thorow a Perſpeiue reuesls'd 
For thou didſt ſeeme much leſſer then thou arr, 
Knecle,and be happy ! Before 
The Genius of this place,and what is here 
Immorrall, I vow to aſhtwith my 
Moſt actiue skill, all thy deft ts gaiok 
The King ; and when my ivſt are finiſh'd, 
Tobe thy Wife. Such as doe periur'd proouc, 
Lightning will furely clothe with ſubtle flames, 
And they ſhall burne like glimmering Tapers 
In darke hell : pale,andfickly as that fire 
The Ghoſtof Nero makes. 

Herm. This new ambition hath ſo exalted 
All my faculries,rhat I feeme taller 
Kneeling,then when I ſtood. Bur here wich ſtrict 
Solemmitic I vow to teach my Soule 
New waycs of merit: to revenge with ſterne, 
And horrid wrath,the Kings proud tyranny. 
To make your Greatneſſe feltre and high, 
Or ſinkeany felte lower then a Plummer, 
In the Baltick Sea. Should I not this perfarme, 
The Starres would fall likeCinders on my head : 
And windsimpriſon'd is the Barthbreaks forth, 
In a wilde ruine,and ſhake me intoſand : 
Then blow me in your Eyes; where if in teares 
Yaudrowneme,] am intomb'din Pearle : aod then 
My obſequi uttomy death, - 

Xhed Enough -proffet tg thy lip,che fackk 
Taſte of my affegion— !'--- - They kiſſe, then riſe, 

Herm,'T was moyſt and-luſcious! 1 willcherith this 
Indeerement. Trees that talle(t .doe take 
obey finkelow...., 
Ich' Earth )and after chmbe ——_ | 

, Firſt, 
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Firſt, praiſe her mimick laughter : when ſhe weepes, 
Then gather vp with couerous regard 

Her teares for ſcatter'd Pearle. Licke her ſpittle 
From the ground : this diſguiz'd bumilirie 

Is both the (wifc,and ſafeſt way to pride — 

Rhod. Sure Hermevild,l have amarz'd thy fence, 
Thou look like ſome ore-growne Fiend,chain'd vp 
Within a filent caue; Ler vs retire,and lle 
Diſcouer how I've praQis'd my r 

Herm, 1 proie& to make you mighty! Youſhall 
Aſcend my (oantiow — rillyou 
Can reach the Moone,and pick thoſe ſeeds of light ' 
(The leſſer Srars)from forth their wandring Spheares ; 
To weare as new imbroadery on your {lecue. 

I long to heare your fatall Arts. Let's mix 
Our fences, and contrine. A womans will, 
[s not ſo ſtrong in anger asher skill; Exeunt. 


Enter Paradine ,a Gentleman and Page. 


Parad. You bring no letters from Cracouia,Sir * 
Gent. None, my Lord. 
Parad. Nor fromySienna ? | 
Gentlem,Y our Lordſhip in thoſe few, receives th' in- 
Purpoſe of my journey. (tire 
Parad, Alas,my Countrymen | Capriuitic 
Is hoarce,they haue more griefs then tongue:they ſpeak 
Not loud enough to wake the care of heauen. 
Henceforthro Hermegi/d bid them dire& 
Their ſighs, for I'm ſo dull,ſo weary, and 
Neel of ambitious —_———— 
Shall loſe my ſtrength,and fauour with the King. 
Gent. My noble Lord, our prayers will ouer-rule that 
Par.Y ou may expeQ,whilſtI amableto _— 
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Periorme, Boy,beſpeake the Gentleman a free - 
And bounrteous welcome. Sir, I will haſten 
Your diſpatch.” Excunt Gent.Page, Enter Theſina. 

T heſ. My Lord; I have tyr'd my lelfe in your ſearch. 

Parad. "The faire Theſins ? You arerarely here 
A viſitant ! Where haue you left my Bride * 

T heſ. With the Queene, my Lord, who is fo fond 
Ofher attendance, ſhee ſcarce allow her ſpace 
To winke in her owne ſeruice,and tonight 
She lyes within her chamber. 

Pay. Hah! fo ſoone deuided ! Th' approching night 
Should helpe ro ſecond our imbraces. 

Theſ. Y' are now totruſt my Art. For Yaldaura 
Sentmetr' her oy, i'th delivery 
Of this meſſage. You ſhall lye with her to ni 

= __ _—_ faith _ of this, fince ſhe 
Is billited where the Queene ? 

Theſ. Ile perie& my G— you 'll pleaſe 
T obey what I inioyne. When you approach 
The nem wo your bright Phebe rules,doc not 
Occaſion ſp much noyle,as ſhallexpreſſe 
Youliuing, You muſt not.ſpeaketo her,nor 
By your geſtures, inuire her . All this 
Performe.leſ ou ſhould the Queene. 

Parad, Tobedumbe'incopulation! This is 
A fine receipt to getafilent Girle. 

Bur [ (hall prooue obedient. 

Tbeſ., And (Sir) as y' are mercifull ro Ladies 
(Ripe in growth) doenot breathe roo loud, leſt we 
Ith*neighbouring roome,ore-heare the harmony, 
And finnein wiſhes. -- {| . 

Parad, Feare not, T heſins: 1 ſhall be temperate. 


Theſ. Buryou ha Ima 
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You'll thinke anon, yare battering fome Towne-wall. 
Follow, Sir, lledire& ye to the place, 

Where,when the darke howre arriues,you muſt 
Addrefle your viſit. '  Exennt onanes. 


—— — — — COD — — — — 


Ac the fourth. Scene firſt,” 
Enter Par adine drefiing himſelfe, 


Parad. The early Lark climbes higher then his voice ; 
And whiſpers into Phabuseare, a glad 
Welcome ; who {miles,and ſeemes to prophecy 
A gawdy day. Yaldawwa ? Madame ? ſpeake, 
Sweet Lady ! or,it for concealement of 
Ourſtoloc mpture youſilenceſtillafſame z 
Yetrilc,and bleſle my eye. fight 'with thy faire 
Preſence. Come,andecliplerhe enuious day ! 
Not talkeith' bufineſſe,nor yet behold 
The ground we till;as if we both were blinde 
And dumbe. lle no mare by ſtealth ingender; 
Cripples are got thus. Kind Yalddvra,ſpeake !''' 
A hand 15 thruſt out betweewe the Arr as. 
See.a new day breakes in herhand ! Theſe are 


The rofic fingers of the Morne !' '' Palls im Rhodolinda, 
Hah! the Queene ! YValdavra? Bride, where arrthou? 
''Dovkes in, 


Rhod.In vaine thou call't.The'/Cannons Tron thtoar, 
Although high mounted on yon'Pinacle, 
Scarce could reach hereare. She's in Pauia now, 
Two Leagues ſituate from hence. 
Parad; Thouart myſtcrious as an Nracle ! 
Rhod. Iienther thither, with pretence ſhe ſhould 


King of Lombardy. 
Survay the model! of a Garden-worke. 

Bur'c was done, that T h-{ina might intice 

With apter lcaſure,thy perſon to my bed, 

Ar noone thy wite returnes, 

Parad. I've miſtaken then my warme embraces, 
And finn'd with thee th' adulterous Queene ! 

Rhod, Thou haſt inioy'd what 4/bonine wirh all 
His Royall ſighs, his teares ſwolne bigger then 
His eyes, deſpair'd ro merit, 

Parad. O horror ! gape,rugged Earth ! Suck me in 
Like ſome old Pyramid,whoſe ponderous limmes 
Haue been thy burden fince the Flood,and now 
Their owne foundation finke. Could you make 
No choice to quench your rauenous luſt, but me ? 
Where were the broad-chin'd Zwitzers of your Guard? 

Khod. This(Paradine) denotes a melting braine : 
Which out of vulgar pity I forgiue. 
'T was not the wanton taſte of thy ſmooth limmes, 
That could provoke me vie this {tratagem. 
But loue of my revenge. 1I' ue ſtrongly now 
Ingag'd thy power,to kill the King. 

Parad, 'Halv ! 

Khod, Whichdo: and erethe Sun arriue ith VWeſk 
Or with diſhevell'd haire,my veſtments torne 
(As it ['d wandred thorow ſome Hathorne hedge) 

I will approach the Tyrant,acquainthim 

With this deed , and call my ewneadultery 

Thy fowle rape. - (empty. 
Parad, Who 's within there, hoa ! My Hogs.head's 

] was not borne with ſo much braines,as woul 

Bedew a clout, that my cold Noſthrill tope. 

Theſe Court {mocks containethevery Deuill. * 

Good heaucn!how leane (ſhould [ have made my heart 

G 3 With 


. W. 
. 
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With ſtudious thoughts,erel the skill had reach'd 
Of ſuch a damn'd proieQion. 
Rhod.Collethy ſcatter'd thoughts. What thy reſpe& 
To thy captiu'd Country,could ne'recharme thee 
To revenge ; be prompted co, by a kinde 
Aﬀe&ion of thy owne dearelife : reuenge 
Vpon'a Tyrant ; One, that lones not me, 
Nor thee , vnleſle in ſpeech : he hath a ſmooth 
Tongue,bur a rugged heart. My Hermegild 
Perceiues this truth,and can deliver ir 
With all the pride of knowledge. (things 
Parad. Sure Time growes humerous with age: for 
Doe differ much from the ſincercneſſe of 
Theirfirſt creation, I will goe weepe 
Till Iam blind 
Rhod, Stay, Paradine. [{ thou doſt mocke my hopes 
With aſlow motion in this iuſt deſigne, 
Exped@ to finde n__ erfatall. Ilero 
The King,and make a forfeiture of both 
Our lives: butif with hardy ſinnewes thou doſt march 
To's Throar,and ſlit the ſwarthy Pipe, I'le call 
Thee then my Souldier. Beſides thy Countries thanks, 
Thou ſhalt enjoy me for thy Queene,thy Wife, 
Paradine. 
Parad, New Arts, t inuoluc imagination / 
How can this be, and my owne wife ſtrongly 
Pofleſs'd ofhealth and nature ! 
Khod,VVould'ſit thou imbrace ſo eminent a bliſſe, 
VVithout ſome danger to thy ſoule ? 
Parad My m_ berrayes my skill ! I know 
Thereare a thouſand wayes to diſcard her, 
Fror.. this foule,durty Orbe. 
Rhod, Alas,good cafic Soule ! Shele ne'rebe miſs'd 
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Among the living. Know, YVal/daara's falſe. 
Par:id, How ! Falle ! 
Rhod. She is a open whore,and hath taught me 
This Artof luſt. 
Parad. More horrible then Hell ! 
Now furniſh but my hands with an Hower-glaſle, 
And a long Dart,then feat me onſomeronen 
Monument for the piure of leane Death. 
Make me the common Executioner 
Of Nature. For ere long | ſhall become 
The Sextons Penſioner to fall his Graucs, 
Valdaurafalſe ! 
Rhod. Wilt thou chus leaue me in a wilde ſuſpence, 
Whether I ſhall finde thy courage aQiue ? 
Parad. For credit of your owne humanitic, 
Doe not infringe the vulgar priuiledge 
Te 0-197 ar ar TG 
And ne're doubt your bu ! Though I'm a young 
nm neo ne 0 mrkarngs mam : 
To hell. Tis a continu'd thorow-fare 
From this Climatethicher. Or let me but 
Delay my iourney,till che triuiall rage | 
OfChriſtian Princes,mcete in horri'd batraile ; 


And then [ ſhall haue company enough : 

VVhole throngs to choke the throat of hell. 

Good night, Madame. (reares, 
' Rhad. Ereyetthe Morne 's faire cheekhath loſt her 
Doſt call irnigh ? 


Parad.Tome irſeemes the Eye of heauen doth winke. 
All things are cloath'd in darkeneſſe, blacke as your 


Rhod. Stay, forelſe my rage will norpermit , 
That we ſuruiue another meeting. 


It 


IIS eos 
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If thou ſuſpe&Aſt we are too loud,! will 
Diltill my thoughts into thy eare. x 
She hangs about hu necke whiſpering, 


Enter Hermegild V aldanra. 


Hey. Though t' aſſiſt my great hopes with opportune 
InduRion,I conſented to this a@t : 

Yetnow [ chide my tond ſpirits. For who 
Dares truſt th' vnruly appecite of youth * 
What 1 decreed (he ſhould but taſte, (he may 
Delight to ſurfeit on. It (hewes fulſome ! 
Here's the precious medicine that muſt reſtore 
Health ro my hopes. Follow, gentle Lady. 
You ſec 'emnow ? 

Yald. Fall, fall, you thicke and ſpungy clouds, vncill 
You choke my boke. Doe not my eyes begin 
Tobleed at this obieR ? 

Herm. Marke how cloſe they meete: what varicty 
They vſe in luſt : now ſhe hath meleed quite his lips 
With her hotbreath,ſhe hangs his care. 

Suruay their geſtures ſtill dec clapdan, 
Exeunt Parad. Rhod. 

Yald. Ile ſummon all the hierarchy ofheaucn 
Tocenſure'em! 

; Ht#m, VVho knowes but they are gone to wallow in 
Theiractive ſwears agen? Alas, pure foule ! 
You perceiue theſe figures no Idea, 
No obie@ ofthe minde,or ayre incorporate 
To cheate imaginary view. 

Pald, Was this the cauſe, that made th' adulterous 
So Priatly vrge my ſwift journey vato (Queene 
Paula ? | | 

Herm. 
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Htrm, I,and the motive that prouok'd my ſoft 
Conſcience to haſten your returne,tbat you 
Might tell ſad rales to heauen. For I 
(Thar ſtill was nourc'd vpon a'Sybils Lap) 
Who with prophetick Milke did nouriſh we, 
Can deepely gucfſe at th' ominous porteng-, 
Offinne. I hate ſuch looſe-rein'd Stallions ;/; ,,, - 
Such laſciuious harmony io guile. .- ' 
YVald. Soſoone prouc fallc ? ere the celebration 
Of our marriage Rizes were fully ended 
Ere the Sunne ia's {Qurney 0'564his- Region 
Had twice beheld thus mcorporate ' +, 
By holy Church,and ſmil'd vpon the hopes 
Of our increaſe? 
Hr, |,ebere args ny that would crack 
Euen heart. ſtrings — mes 5 Jager 
But newly l zude brea 
Blowes from the qu ark wecke the _ flame, 
Theain the dacke, thus wiltully miſte-rakes 
Your bed, and riots wooeey volawfull ſheets, 
Horror ! horrand) !; y | 
Vald. O my fi Gniſter Stapygs { Thus ſhall weepe 
Till I haue empaicd all my veines. (as we 
Herm,\Nhatſhould ach white and harmeleſle (oules 
Do crawlingo'te this mountainous Earth ?. Hs 
We cannot drinke, vill we intoxicate | | 
A Whale,nor (urſeit, till our greazie cherkss 
Doe ſwell like Th' vdders of a Cow. Narcan 
We kneele like warme Idolaters,voto 
The ruſty merall in a bag. We wang | 
Theſe helpes to gaine vs honour and eſieeme. 
Vald. Lhavearclolne intent io dis, 9 
And ſceke my Manſion in a purer (rbe. 
H 


Herm, 
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Herm,But ere you doe begin your laſt walke, ith' path 
Inviſible, _ —_ CG 
loynd to the Charter of your Creed) ſhou 
; T affure your furure 4 F 
Yald, O name it,ere my ſorrow ſhall decay 
My ſtrengrh: for 1 would mix abilitic 
ith wi 
Herm. Your Lord (foule,and finfull as mortalitic 
Can make him) Salamander-like, ſhall bathe 
In blue fires, vnlefle by ſufferance here 
On carth,he re the heart of heauen, 
And ſoften their deeree. It willbe call'd 
Your merit to reuenge his crime,cuen with his death. 
Pald, Would you = me kill him ? 
Herm, Since I am ſlri& to vertue, | muſt needs 
Be cruell vnro vice. Lethim not liue 
To increaſe his owne guilt,and betray more 
— ſhall I juſti rake from powerfull Heaven 
/ald. But ſhall I juſtice 
And vſc it with ſuch cruelty ? 
Herm. Beleeue my skill in ſacred Oreck, 
My piety rowarrant rhe 
Nor will I fright the frailey of your Sex, 
With horrid circumſtance he ſhall nor bleed, 
This Violl doth containe a draught; which if 
In's vſuall Beveridge —_ d,will coozen him 
Of''s leprous ſoule in his moſt quiet ſkepe. 
rald. I doe ſuſpeR my courage ! 
Her. Tak't, faire Pupill! think on't in your prayers. 
If you butenioy ane ſingle motion 
Thar informes you iris good : do 't with pride 
And boldneſle maſculine. Diltinguiſh thus 
Its operation, Foure dayes muſt fully take 


Their 
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Their roome ith' Kalender, ere it effe&t 

Our hopes. Before chac houre ariue, he mult 

Be wrought to kill the King, Aſaede. 
Yald, The Violl liquid containes,or elſe 

Some farre more ponderous-Metall:for whilſt 

I beare it thus, the weighr ſeemes to infuſe 

A Palſey in my hand. I cxemble like 

A ſtring touch'd on my Lute, 

Herm. It is the Fiend, that would dehort you from 

A pious a& : truſt not his whiſpring charmes 

Burt with a hardy courage, (more then is 

Naturall in thy modelt Sex) proceed 

To merit heaven. And now requite my forward zeale 

To vertve,with concealement of my name, 

And intereſt tn this a&. Let not the Queene 

Nor your talſe Lord,know me the PerſpeQiue, 

Through which you ſaw their rauenous luſts , but ſay 

The King reucal'd it to your care. 'Twill make 

Them wilde,and doubt their owne confederate Bawds. 

Thinke nor] m_ poo 

To my perſon , for I not li 

Sofolt and calie-merald is my heart, 

So well [ love your finfull Lord, that when 

I heare the ſurly Bell proclaime his death, 

Like ſome new.weand Babe, ſhall dye crying. 
YVald.Would you have himkill'd,yet love him thus ? 
Herm, [but 1 loue heaven better, Where, when 

I come, troth I ſhall proone too fond a Sainr. 

Thoſe Voraries that pray to me,ſhall finde 

Their buſineſle ſoone dilpatch'd: here,let this key 

Obſcureye in my Clozeryntillnoone: + 

For then theQueene expeRs you will returns ®? 


From Pauia, Parewell,the moſt abus'd, 
H 2 Bur 
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dy inchewotld. 20211 4 Exeant, 
But nobleſt Lady _. . 
Enter Grimold (in an "y _ gore, muffled with" X 
clontes) Gondibert F oliterris 
Gond. This is the privy Gallery: place te hair 
Yollterri,where it needs muſt i interrupt (44 
The Kings paſlage. 
yoll, \frhy diſguize ſhould faile en Coil 
And1 muſt b2 arcach' form 


Grim, And thenbe crop-eardroo,like Triſh Nags. 
You'le both proouefleere ina Race prouided 
The foe charge yein the Rere. Seate me with 
Tender motion— This luxurious Citric 
Hath made me ſo-rotren, I dare not walke 
Ich" winde,left The ſh6uld beblowne in pictes. "ms 
| #1 bt #3111; ? TUEZSS 


S | 


iS as ' Enter Hermegild. 


cond Quick now counterfeit! Here comes Hermegila. 
Groane our like a Bore, (Grimall' l 2r0a0ts, 
Herm. Who qwnesthatfi ITT: ly 
Gond. One (Sir) preferitedhere to terhpt compaſſion 
From all charicable'eyes. | 
Yollt. Want hath betray'd him to hunger,hunger 
To this difeaſe, 
Grim. 0,0,O, the Ctampe! the Crampe ! 
Herm, W 'here, Sir 4 
Grim, In my ſtomacke. 
Herm, That's indeed a cleere fymptome of famine. 
rim, 1'ue caten nothing this monerh but raw ayre, 
And that giues but weake nouriſhmenr to age. 
Herm. It is my wonder,ina Stare fo rich 
As 
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As ours adimare till befriended thus ! 


By natute;(Gowriſhing with hopelull Springs, 
And Summers glok'd with wealth) a Souldier Mould 


Be torc'd to make his hunger a diſeaſe, 
A prodigie vaparaleld, that want 
Should e're occaſion fucha faſt 


Waſt noe deuotion made him-thus abſtaine  : 1 // 
From meate * 
Grim, Pure want, Sir,l know ſmall devotion, . 
For though I faſt much, [ pray as little  . 
As molt Chriltians ofmy Go Groanes 6701, 
Herm, He mult be ſent vne Hoſpirall, 
There cate warmth broths, till he recouer health : 
And then I will procure him fromthe State 
Some thrifty penſion, tro maintaine the ſhore 
Remainder ofthis lite in ſober works, 
He ſhall ſing Hymnes, and pray tothe kind Saints 
In abluegowne: ' / | 
Grim, Alas,Sir,I am growne fo hoarce,the Saints 
Can hardly heare my Ormons, - 
Gond. He will ptooue(my Lord)achargea k Cure: 
For the Ptyſiciooadopreſertbelaim nought | 
For med'cine,but Aurum-fa/pabile. 
Grim, The Elixirof Gold would4urely kl 
Aſſwage the griche. in my ſtomacko—— Groanes, 
Herm.He mult negds. be hungryuhactibe th'Oftridge 
Can digetMicrall. 
Yollt. The King tot his liſtſeruices remaines 
His debtor fixe thouſand Duckats. My Lord, 
You ſhall exprefle much chariry,ifyou 
Procure itin a ſudden paymene. The ſamewill- 
Deſray his ſickneſſe charge,and maintaine him ® 


Well! in's health, 
H 3 Gond, 
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Gond. Y our Lordſhip ſhall ingage vs then to drowne 
Your chicte Title in the beſt Grape. Weeledrinke 
Your health, vntill we raiſe the price of wine. 

Herm. Lethimcontinue there his ſeace. Perhaps 
They(whom I ſhall ſtraight conduR this way) 
Will ſo commilſerate his wanr,that he 
Will ſoone relicue" though he increaſe his owne. 
There is ſome Arte in this which I muſt needs 
Diſcouer,or forfeit my paines. Exit, 
Gond, The Fiendis gone ! Grimold riſes. 
Grim. Will all the vaſt accruementsI proieR 
From this diſguize,conuert inta 
The {lender purchaſe of att Hoſpitall ? 

Yollt. Thou turne Vorary? 

Gond.He'le pray inno language bur the High-Durch, 
The angry Tongue, which ſcemes to threaten more, 
Then implore, 

Grim, Six thouſand Duckars for a Manſion in 
An hoſpirall,no bigger then a coffin : 

Where like Carthuſtans, we muſt feed, not to 
Preucnt hunger,but to hinder luſt. Princes 
May eaſily pay their debts,when they inforce 
Their Creditors co buy Tiles and | 
Ar their owne rates. 


Yollt. Harke ! there 's ſome body approaching hither. 
Tis no fafe game to ſport with Kings. I'le be gon. 


Gond.Grtmold,now truſt ro your owne rmance, 
| _ haue vic for my cares, I wouldnor 
Yet leaue them in the Pillory. Exeant Gond Y ollt, 


Grim, Gondibert, Y ollterri | torſake the ſtorme 
Ere yeare wet ? Weezels ! Monkeys! Dogs ! 
| (, Drops downe in 's Chajre. 


Enter 


King of Lombardy, 
Enter Albovine, Hermegild,T heſina. 


Herm.Madame,you are now fully ſatisfied 
Ith' intention of this viſit.l wiſh 
You'ld be as free,and ſportive with him, as 
Your modeſty will giue you leaue. 
Thef. Truſt my obedience,and my kill, Sir. 
Albs, He lookes like a watchman in that Rugge, 
Herm, \ our ome Km new cauſe to doube 
The truth ofhis diſcaſe,from my Seruants 
Information. Who ſweares, this very Morne 
Hee hath been ſeene inall the violence 
Ofdrinke,and ith' Burdelli coo.For, Sir, 
__ he be old, he's giuen much to propagation. 
Albe. Let vs retire 'tweene th'Arras,and we 


Shall ſhare, ith' whole diſcouery. He groanes, 
The. Alas,who is 't,that ſo prouokes the tongue 
Ofpirty / 


Grim, An old ſouldier o' the Kings — 
T heſ. Hah ! Captaine Grimold!'how come you thus 
Impriſfon'd in a Chaire ? have you the Gowre ? 
Grim, I am notrich enought' inioy the Gowre. 
Theſ. What name then dog you giue to your diſcaſe/ 
Grim, The Phyſicions call it famine. 
Theſ. How ? Heaven ſecure the State / I hope we are 
Not guilty of a fitine ſo horrible, 
To deny a Souldierfir materials 
For conſervation of his life. 
Grim, Tis fourteene dayes finceI have had a iuſt 
Occaſion but to picke my teeth. 
Thef. Alas the day ! bu 
Grim,Each of my thighes are dry'd, and hardned = 


The Tragedy of AlLouine, 
An old Weſt-Falia Flitch. All m' interals 
Are (hrunke vp. My bladder is no bigger then 
' APigs: and were my leane iawes vnmulfled, 
You ſhould (ce me niumpe, like a Matrone that 
Had loſt her reeth. {-: 

Th /. O cruellftatres! —— 

Grim, Heh Does ſheweepe 4. 

T heſ. Could you on'this wide Earth, finde no obie& 
For your fury,butbrave Grimo/d?7 Or is'r 
Becauſe you ſawyit was my-chicie vertue - 

To afte& a Souldies ? , 

Grim. Itſheſhould be in carneſtnow ? - 

T heſ.. I hope you doe not yterly deſpaire of life ? 

Grim, 1 may linger out a (core of yeeres,or lo; 

But Icannot liue lopg. : 

T heſ. Since: you are mark'd 'for ſudden death, cold 
Thar filenceth all rongues:and fince ghjs place (death 
Is ſo ſecure from neighbouring cares,l will 
Dilcloſe,whar vntill now my modeſty 
Inforc'd mezoconcealeo/'; ©, 1-; 11/1 

Grim. { hall forger 10 countgricy.! 

Theſ. Know, Sis,thael bays loud you long, lou'd you 
With ſoft and tender paſſton. - . /' 

Grim.O iogue ! V Vhatdoel like the picure 
Ot V Vinter,in this wither'd habit ?, 1 mulk 
Recouer my hcalch, But alas, Madame, - , 

Doe not deride his deſtiny; 4hat now 

Is raking flight to reach xhat place, where your 

Beſt Starre inhabits, and ſhall haue power 

To tell loud tales : if you proove thus cruell. 

How could you're loueme ? I have been old, 

Eu&a ſince your firſt originall growth. 

T beſ. Bur if you will permit,{ may cxpreſle 


1 King of, Lembardy, 

A little vanity in loue,l can ! »q will 
Laforme you,Sir how niuch mdLadieite veine: 
Age before Youth in Louers;.. Old men are 
Diſcreet ſinners, and offend with — wy 
Bur young men,when the 
Like pregnant Cocks ocksboato the word th world their ir PIT 
Ln folly.Beſfides(Six) an auchenaick .. 
Lady ſayes in her Problemes thus : 
The Young and {leader Graft is caſly broke, 
But who can ſbake,or bruiſe the aged Oke * 

Alho,, Arare Adage. 01% ! 

Herm, The Lady Authorſure,is 0'th' Moddernes. 

Grim. My ioy is turn'd toa'diſeaſe , ir makes ' 
Me ſpeechleſle ! I ever ttheſe Court-Tits 
Were much taken with my {ſmooth lookes ; bur that 
Their modeſty Qillhepechom from wy reach. 


modelty: hindred my; MH ) 
|= — ;for ſince I lefr the Cawpe, | 
I haue been in loue with ſome three hundred $ 
Of'em, yexneuer durkt lay claime to one. 
Vbj.vh ! «mw rnd eenyry 


Our mutyall 1 
My healch,woald you rei to >doata 
Vpon anold ſinner ? 


Theſ.Q,1 ſbould grow more fond; preſerue you long 

A bes Friamak. | wy rich: 
Grim, Las! poore Maulkin ! She peaughe (1 (hall 

For I hauc heard, rcheſe Court-Ladies allow 

Large penſions to their Paramors. Helpe ! helpe ! 

To moovemghighexinmy ſaaw—: | 

| > $46 takes him by the handghe riſers 

Theſ. Bleſſevs ! me chinks, Siryoubegin- to-viec. 

Your legges with aQtiue irength. 


_ 


Gn! ue bur ſo muck br gon makerp 


The Tragedy of Albouine, 


Herm, A precious A 
A1bo, Hewill ſhew fame ericks anon ! (given 
Grim. Some influence from your touch, hath 

A ſecond Y outtvnto my faculties : 

Bcf re, | ſeem'drocrawle like _ Crab: 

Nowm ioynts grow fopple,as if I were 

Prouided for a Race. This hand inſpires my ſtrength.—. 


Emer Cunymond, Frollo, Conrade. 


op I haue a Key,will giue vs T- e here roth' Park! 
— me, Sir for ſhall forfeic all 
My mc elſe. They'll chinke, | am immadeſt —— 
He ſpies them then drops downe in's Chae, 
Comad. Captaine Grimold! | 
Frollo, Hefns)ike a Winch ſaylin in 6 Ge. «14401 
Cuny. Hah ! ſicke! Gentlemen ,auoid the windy ide, 
Leſthe infe&ye with his breath, I know 
His diſeaſe,and whence it ——— 
You'le ſee him wearea Cortaine fore his Noſe; 
That's now the neweſt faſhion that came from Paris, 
Frolls, 1, tis it : he has them ng on his 
Temples here—— They'll ſhorely be tebire 
As Turnips. 
Conrad. He raft $0 Roterdamn,to the fat Door there, 
And be ftew'd in a Stouc, vill he pie” 
His venome ou, - 
Cuny. And whilſt youare irrphyſick (Coptaine) | 
Youfave like 0ber9n, Tis a ve 
Slender diet. The leane thigh ofa Waſpe 
To dinner; and ſame two or three of your 
Owne prnltertreares for your beer! 


King of Lombardy. 
A ſhort prayer to ſecure my laſt iaunt; 
Yer I will ſpend it in a heartycurle 
For your deare ſakes, 
Cany, March on ! If he doe finde himſelfe agrieud, 


Let him fend me achallenge after his death, 
And l will meecte him, [th' Elizian Fields, 
Extunt Cunimand,Conrade,F rollo. 
Grim, Iwill cate that Cunymond | 
Albo, How prompt the Slaue is,in 's meramorphoſis? 
. Hem. Tohimagen,Madame ? 
Theſ. Alas deare C Captaine,what bodily hope 

Can a young Lady hauc of OO; 

That fall ſo foone in a relaple 
Grim, When you depriu'd a of your hand,you took 

Away my ſtrength a I touch me agen, 

And 1 ſhall walke Giffe as Corms, Sbe lifts him wp. 
Theſ. Take lcaſure in your motion, Sir, 
Grim.Looke, Madame. I creepe as other mortall do, 

On the ſurface of the Earth | 
Theſ, Me thioks you ſtand vpright too, 

Fn > nn -—pwg 
it your Lip,an 

My cure js quite haiſh'd —— Hem ! Sure this was 

Neſtors receipt to recover his Youth. Hem /—— 


Theſ. 1 (hall be Jainged for this miracle. 


Grim. wholeſome as a Nuc,and hays. 
As proud fle(h about —_—_ Pn % 
Gameſteg gt ryxall. | 

Theſ. Fye,Sit!, | 

Grams. Spleen Lonk om ol 
For a lulipygy Ws: Ny wy 


Inthenext ee = > —— 


FT Bains Your tongue is 


19! | gl yo Dt 
: 


1 


ME 


The Tragedy of Albovine, 

Crime. When ſhall'we ſolace our bodies ? 

Theſ. Your meaning, Sir * 

Grim.] meanc ith' darke.Speak, prety Finch with the 
Greene taile * Hah ! Muſt we kiſſe cloſe, and often 2 
Wriggle Gang downe like young Ecles—— 


Heymegild ay behind him,and pals him | ty 
the arme. 


Her,Caprtaine,I haue brought the Kin PP toview, 
And to commmiſerate your leane fickt 
And yourReble wants, 
att. Thou old rauenous Goate! - | 
H:xm. He lookes now like an Alchywilt, that is 
Broyling o'red Hertings. 
. Theſ.Orlike the brazen head, when"twas ab6ur* + 
To ſpeake—— "Oo Hetakes the K img ofide. 
Grim, You meaneto hang me now ! 
Albo. Haſt thou deſeru'd an eafier ſentence ? 
Grim. When I amdead, thenall my debrs are pay'd, 
For HHeaudſmall Lands and Chatcels behind dow 
But hearke yefmy Liege) you na your; 
In your life Kline ſo er your fed tors I 
Ot a trouble. 0391 01 
Albe. O whats triviall ex (hall make 
From my owne world F ſo-when idieft-die - 
For loue, Pounu 20325,901 100 all buing 2.2 
Grim. And1 for lighory, Sir, vol tline- 
Depart in quiet like other young Chryſomes: 
Faine make all even berweeriethe world and me. 
I beſeech your Highnelle Jiſeharge try atttes'! 
For my laltſeruice' in Hun San fats aryol; SIG ; ”" _ 
Then hang me when you! 2wg100 247 NL 
Herm, 


King of Lombardy. 
' Herm, taine,[ will bea Sutor for your reprieue. 
Youſhil! onely forteit what his Grace owes you; 
And then your life 's ſecur'd, Grimold kneeles. 
Grim, I will rather die twice. O Sir;pay me 
Six thouſand Duckats,and then proclaime 
Your ſenterice herealoud. '| would faine dye 
Merrily.1 hauenor been drunke at my owne charge 
This foure monerls, Enter Rhodolinds. 
Albo. Hermegild, iterate now thy ſweete raptures. 
Speake to her; for,by th'gentle carriage of 
Her eyes, 1 doe perceiue ſhe 'gins ro penetrate, 
T heſ, Away Capraine ! be gone whilſt you are yer 
Morrtall: I have much power with Hermeer(d, 
And will vpon your patient ſufferance 
Redeeme my credit with your thoughts. Quick then, 
Moone with/filence;. Exeunt Grim.Thef, 
Herm.Madame,the feather'd Arrow ſings ith' Ayre, 
Ere it ariue where it-muſt wound ; fo this 
Sweet haxmony,l 1d have you counterfeit, 
Bur rempts himto ſecunity in {leepe, 
Before his death, SodatgrodGuic | 
Albs, }'t.much dro 
Herm, True,my on, Lady ! yet now peruſe 
The fle of his being, his fate in batrailes, 
And by your owne nao be inform'd 
Ofour captiuirie, = 137! 514»... 
1:20 "Honeſt Harmngild?. 12 
Rhod. He Wastoomruel}roananirefo  . 
Remiſſe,and-timorvasas mine ? 
Kerm,/ Alas, thiscrime he expi _ gies, 
So hotyhiar they wonld ſindgchis Royall Beard, 
To quench the flame, 2 oy 
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Albs. That 's complement ! (you 
Herm, Tha angry frownes vpon your browesmake 
A ppeare aged 


Rhod, Could I aſſure my heart, he would no more 
Triumph o're my deare Fathers memory ; 

I then (hould meet his loue with coomuch 

Albs: When I am more my Chronicle,or ſpeake 
My deeds with pride,may my tongue bliſter,rill'c 
Inte& my breath with Epidemick-heare. 

Herm. You heare his vowes 2 ——Sceme fond. If you 
A teare,or two,the moxe to credit this (can (head 
Aronement,'twill RE EERY our Pretence. 
Sir,now enioy what your in 
Merits to keepe, e'enfrom the hands of death. 

Good heart,ſce how ſhee weepes ? King kiſſes hey. 
Abo.Þ'm ſooneofrecome in this ſalt warre, $'death all 

Canthaw bur, I never wept, but when 

Th' voruly windeblew in my eyes _ Bs / 241 

No argumentfor fieene burede: tie ty 

Would fight. To teſtifie the joy a 

Conceiues. Ile drinke — +» 

Herm. Sir,you negle&to vic hat like aLover ; 
With amorous geſtures. 

Albo, Fill mea Bowle with Negro's blood = fa 
Euen into Liuers! Tellher,fHermegild, Wi 
Ile ſwallow Tarre,tocclebrate her health {, / \__ ::41 16 

Herm,Sir,this dull Germave phraſe,makes her ſulpeR 
Your temperance. Marke how ſhe trembles. 

Abs, | muſt go learnerocom plemene. Doſl heare? 
Is'*r fic | proffer hes ckjngielicnmermeThoy knowft- 

HermSir,notyo night. That was a ſerious lixe. , 
She Bade memake,whenfirk ſhe prapantd ul 160 FC! 
Annement. nel 9'l3 fanoups 

lbs, 


Kine of Lombardy. 


Albo.l do obey. Though ! haue thoughts would faine 

Perſwade me to rebellion, Exeunt Albo.Rhod, 
Herm, This wasa ſubtly caution ! elſe my hopes 

Had twice been Cuckolded. Lerem reuell 

With their ſalt Lippes.Th' orher ſport is fulfome. 

But Paradine diſturbes my (leepethes young, 

Enrich'd with all the ferrill firength of natare + 

And needs muſt prooue more riotous in ſinne, 

Then l. My darke praQtice,and vie 

Of filent contemplation ; has made | 

My marrow thinne and black ; like Inke within 

My bones. I want the prompt alacricy. The Queene 

Hath taſted him, and may (perhaps)ſtill ro 

Poſleſle his luſt ; remooue Ya/darrs from 

This foggy Soyle; then make him Lord of all 

My hopes. This to preuent, I have decreed, 

s/daurafirft ſhall: miniſter his death. 
u'e taught her too; r' infinnuate to his Creede, 

Thar the King told her of's adulterous luſt , 

Good, for whe be thinks the King doth know thar guilt, 

His owne ſafety tben, will foone provoke him 

Haſten our prodigious murther; This may - 

Be done, before the Poylon operate 

In dire effeQ; for that delays its power ; 

Till foureſcore houres expire their courſe: which then 

No Antidote, nor humanexkiltreſiſts. ay 


Mount,mountmy thoughes,chat I may fread on Kings, 

Or it I chance to fall,thus ſoaring Wigh ; 'Þ 

I meltlike /carus,in the Sunnes Eye, Exit, 
Emer Paradine and bi Pave. 


1 ih.<4 
Par,The Sundoth melt vs with his ſcorghing _ 


The Tragedy of Alboutne, 
Goe fill my viuall Beuiridge : Ile drinke 
Till I amcold. Exit Page, 
The con(titution of my Soule,agrees 
Not with this Climate. I grow wea 
Ofmortalitie.Even in my firſt grow 
(Since my Corlelet was my loade)[ haue tooke 
My breeding inthe - 2 ; where had I'till 
Remain'd a dull praQtike ſouldier,and nere ſcene 
A Woman,nor the Court, l might haue had 
Some hope,to gaine by faith, bur now Ireach 
Art wilde deſpaire. Enter Page with a Bowle, 
Page. My Lady, Sir,commends her loue, and this 
To your acceptance; (he made the mixture ” 
With her owne hands. 
Par. The Queene preſcrib'd this houre for her returne, 
That ſhe growes black with finne;peruerts my ſenſe; 
I muſt ſecmnot to know't.Say,I greether health-drinks, 


Exit Page. Enter Valdanrain cloſe mourning. 


Parad. Hah ! why,Y aldavra,doſt thou appeare like 
A funerallnight,in darke,and ſwarthy weedes! " 
Yaldau, | mourne for yau,lince you muſt haſten your 
Erernall abſence now from me, and all 
Thar elſe are —_— a _ 
Par,Speakthings,that are erous tom . 
This mo" willdiftrac me. = ? 
Yali, Ere wivged Time ſhall with ſwift motion adde 
Another houre, to th' life ofthis ficke day 
Thou ſhalt m. 7 thy laſt ſlcepe. 
Parad. A pale Swanne hath ſung my Dirge ! O farall 
Mufick ! but how comes this incl; 
TgEares of fleſh and blood ? haue you of late 
Been goſliping with the grim Stygian Dames, 
"ROY And 


King of Lombardy. 
And ſcene their Cifers gall my vitall Threads - 
For to my owne ſenſe] need no Phylicke, 
My faculties enioy thatpleaſant ſtrength 
Which appertaines toyouth and temperance z 
Why thould | yer die ? 

Vald. How,Paradine © Artthou ſolull of guilt, 
(Moſt vicerous and deform'd) yer thinkſt to keepe 
Thy life at Natures charge, r exi(t cill age 
Makes theea Cripple : then in thy bed, 

(Like ſome good old Patriarke) thy ſoule diſmiſle 
With a divine rapture © No,no; iuſt Heauen 
Prouides more rath and horrid deaths for luch, 
As ig adultery bathe their ſilken limmes. 

Parad. Hah ! 

Yald. 1 know thy guilt; the King hath told meall. 
'Twas wondrous ſtrange / Our vowes but new arriu'd 
In heauen,that did oblicge our mutuall Faiths 
In loue :and thou with ſauage luſt to breake rhem 2 
Though griefe hath much conſum'd my teares, yet I 
Haue ſome till left r expreſle my pitty. 

Parad, My adultery x war knowne,both to 
The King and her ? why, theſc are prodigies 
Indeed, How finne imboldens the aſpeR ! 

She doth accuſe me for a guilt, which yer 
Remaines vnpardon'd in her ſelfe. Mine was 

A dire miſtake:but hers— that muſt be knowne, 
And then her veines ſhall weepe. 

Yald. You are poyſon'd, Paradine. (Bowle? 
,Parad. With that cold draught -_ ſent menow ith' 
'Vald. The Vipers vomir,nor the blue ſteame, 

Which fac Toades doe breathe in tired motion, 
Beares not ſuch a dangerous enmitie ) 
'Gain(t humane Nature,as that you drunke. 

5 Parad. 
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Parad. Stay | Me thinks | ſeele no infurreQion 
In my blood,nor need an Iron Corſeler 
Tocontaine my fleſh ; ſure it fwels nor yer. 

Yald.lt rakes a fubrill leafure to diſperſe 
Thorow all your Organs,and your Arteries, 
That it may ſtraire withabler violence 
Conſume your ſtrength. 

Parzd.And then I ſhall look goggle-ey'd/and ſtretch 
Ith' cheekes, till my face ſhew like a Pompeon, 
Round and yellow ? 

Yall. Farre,farre more deform'd. 

Par,\Will't make my cies ſtart from my skull,or drop 
Like bullers at my feere ? Speake, ſhall | fome , 
Art mouth like ſome young Courler,that is hoe 
And angry with his bit ? 

Vald. Not the firſt Chaos was ſo vgly and 
Confus'd,as you'll appeare,when this diſtilment works. 
Parad. Yet | forgiue you all,c'en from my heart : 

Whilſt my cogitations now are ſober, 
And can diſtinguiſh things with pregnane ſenſe. 
I doe applaude this crue fir, 
Theſe {ubrill vanities of Court have tyr'd 
My obſeruation. I was nourc'd within 
Some Armory, and tooke a proud delight 
In a&tiue Warre ; but fince our Drummes haue ceas'd 
Their nobleclamour, I finde no buſineſſe 
Vpon Earth for me; tis fitl immorrall. : 
Yald. | did not thinkeghis | ny this newes, 

Could proue fo temperate. 

Par.Toſlecepe in cold earth, whilſt my dead neighbour 
Neuer at my Coffin knocks, to inquire my health, 
By way of viſit: for all arefilent 
In the graue, Harſh deſtiny ! Such as I 
| Could 


King of Lombar ty. - 
Could ne'r expeR from thee, Yalderre. 
Yald. My nature you ſhall hade much different, 
From what your knowledge heretofore diſcern'd. 
I have contriu'd another way to puniſh 
Thy adulterous heate. 
Par. ou find my — tame cnough.Publiſh all! 
P ala. To mect your {1a with apt revenge, I'm growne 
A foulc looſe whore. F ; 
Par.Hab ! containe thy ſpeech, Expreſſe but fo much 
Modeſty,as may ſecure thy life : for 
My death doth not concerne my rage ſo much, 
As this foule murder of thy fame. 
Yald. Tis truth : and I conficm't with pride. _ 
Par.Oh,oh!cheſe are the Mandrakes groancs(fatall!) 
For whoſo heares them, ſtraight incounters death. 
Now ſmile ({weet Heauen) ſince thus I but returne 
Her owne iuſtice. For my adulterous a, 
She takes my life, and ſhall I let that bold 
Adultereſle live *— Stabs her with 's Ponyard. 
Yald. Oh, oh ! Hold,bold ! Leave me a little breath 
Tovſcin | 
Parad, lam not ewith diucls ſpleene;] would 
Not hurt thy ſoule:here (olicary fir, 
That a thy cri 
Erethou > — —— Ting Charre, 

Yald, Dare you truſt my laſt veterance ? 

Par.O ſpeak, cre thou doſt catch an cuerlaſting cold, 
And ſhalt be heard no more. 

Yald. I am not falſe mtoyour bed: I ne'r 
Ina&,nor guilty thought,did violate a 
My Marriage vowes. 

Parad, Artthounota Whore ? 
K 2 
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Yald.No Veſtall that preſeru'd with quickning oyle, 
The ſacred flame, was in herchaſtiry 
More cold,more timorous then I: nor are 
You poylon'd, 
Parad. Hah! was not that a mixture of diſtill'd 
Venome,which I drunke ? 
Ya'd.” Twas healthfull,as the blood of Grapes to age, 
And all your faculties doe ſtill preſerue 
Their wonted harmony. 
Parad,Sweet ſpirit, doe not riddle thus with Heauen, 
Nor ſport thy ſoule away. Why didſt accuſe 
Thy ſclfe of ſterne murder,and pernicious luſt ; 
Yetart thus cleere from both? 
Vald, *Twasto inrage your violence, with hope * 
To make you ſoone my executioner, | 
For hearing you-were falſe, I found no ioy 
In life : your hand hath ſeal'd my wiſhes. 
Pa-,New Arts t' increaſe my wonder:I'm orereach'd, 
Where | thought my nature was moſt skilfull ! 
Een in loue ! O (tay: had not diſtraQtion 
Ceaz'd my memory ; | ſhould ar firſt haue told you 
The miſtake,by which che finfullQueene - + 
And H:rmegild berray'd my chaſte Honour, | 
Yald. Nam'd you Hermegild guilty of that finne ? 
He 's then a horrid hypoerite : he-did © */ | 
Entice me by a poyſonous praRticero-* * ak 
Contriue your death,but found my natnteloyall. 
Parad.New wonders ſtill ! 
Yald.I teelethe frozen hand of death. Oh !oh!oh ! 
Parad. YVallaura ! Bride | Onoble Girle ! 
kald. Mercy | mercy ! She ayes, 
Parad.Already turn'd a Ghoſt ! There's rare muſicke 
Now in heauen,fince thou art gone increaſe 


pY 


King of Lo mbar ay. 
The ſacred Quire. I may bebold thee in - ©* - 
The purple skie,mix'd there with ottier$tarres, 
But ncuer on thisfoile agen. Bethis | 
Thy Tombeawhile. The Curtaines ſoftly drawne-— 
Herm:gild treacherous ! with poyſon too ? 
That was her word. Tis fic | ſeeme & haue drunke 
The med'cine vp. Good ! The rough young Souldicr 
May ſpie at laſt theſe ſpirits of the Court, 
Thar walke in arrtificiall clouds : or if 
Their high conceptions foare aboue my reach, 
Yet they haue mortall hearts, fuch as our owne 
Country ſtecle,may with feeble motion prick, 
Pricke till they groane: for] have now decreed, 
Whom my dullſenſecantor lubduc,ſhall bleed, Ex. 


A the fifth. Scene firſt, 
Entir Hermegild,Theſina, Paradine, Rhodolinda, 


Theſ. Shall I belye my ownefilence ? 
Her, Be fddetrirt yout ſpeech ! confirme my words : 

Thea diſpoſe&en of ty wealth-and perſon, 

I will conſent to matrimony z make - 

Anyvle of this new intereſt. | 
'Theſ.Sir,you'll forget my merir in this danger ? 
Herm, Never.— My Lord, I have diſcoucr'd all. 

See,how aguiſh her guttt hath made her, | gas 

How ſhe trembles like a frofly Ruſſian 

On a hill. Nay,Lady,nere ſcatter thus 

Your wilde lookrs. Confeſlethe truth and you'll gaing 

Mercy.Yaidaura (whoſe Soule Heauen keepe _ O 

From purging fires) harh toſher Lord; EeKing 

Knowes of his wanton ſtealth with our good Queene. 

K You 


The Tragedy of Albouine, 
You were the Inſtrument that berray'd him 
Toth' miſtake,and whoſe ſecrecy to doubr 
Burt yours, our reafon cannot yet informe vs. 
T heſ. Thus kneeling, ! contefle with penitence, 
'T was | reveal'd itto the King. 
Rhod.T eaxe forth her cies, andlet her then grope out 
Her way to hell 
Herm, Stay,deare Madame ! 
Khod. Paradine is poylon'd, who knowes, but ſhe 
Doth amply ſhare in that guilt too ? 
Herm. At my humble ſuce, centaine your fury ! 
We ſhall diſcouer all. My noble Lord, 
Ir isa griefe that will depriue _—_ 
Of many yeeres,to thinke, I 'm held by your 
Suſpe&,an Agentin that pratice. 
Parad. I have reveal'd the cuidence,that doth 
Perſwade my Creede. 
Her,\What, Lady,doe you know of this?—- Speak with 
Courage,l am =: lafery. 
Theſ. 1 ſaw the King reach to Yaldaurs' hand 
A poyſonous violl ; and with religious hints, 
Taught her to mixc it in her husbands draught. 
Parad, Hah! 
Herm, Perliſt in my inftruQions ! Aſide, 
Theſ.”T was that night when he enioy'd ber 
rea O_ her ! how ? 
T he. As you inioy'd the 
Parad. Heauen twill + ne'r ceaſe ? 
Rhod. 1 ſhall convert to ſtone ! 
Herm. Now retire,T beſina,tull I have begg'd 
Your free reſtorement to the Queene's mercy, 
Theſ. My Lord,you'll not forget your kind promiſe 
Of matrimony, 


Hermes. 


King of Lombardy, 
Herms. V'ne nought elſe, to trouble my remembrance. 
Away, Away ! Exi T heſi14, 
Rhod, What did remaine ſuſpence,is heere confirm'd ; 
My forchcad feeles as rugged now as his. 
Hirm, Now Sir, y have heard ſuch reall circumſtance, 
As needs muſt ſettle your belicfe,and free 
My heart, from your vnkind diſlike. 
Par. V aldawrs's darnn'd! (ſhe howles fo loude, that ſhe 
Diſturbes all hell!/0 periur'd Whore! 
Rhad.Now Paradine! InſtruR thy ſelfe with thoughts. 
Is cuident he cuer could affet 
Thy perſon with fincere dotage,yer thus 
Betray = firength in = Fort ? Where thy 
Honor ſtill ſtood ſentinel ? 
Herm, | haue other motiues to teach you doubr 
His loyaltie in loue. Which my fond heart 
Cannor conceale,though't would aduantage much 
My owne profit. He hath of kate,hung thus ——. 
Vpon my neck ; vntill his amorous weight 
Became my burden: and then lay flabbering o're 
My lips ; like ſome rhumatick Babe. This _= 
My ſerious braine abhor'd. 'Twas my won 
(Since youare cal'd his Minion)he could ere 
Aﬀe& my looke. I that am like coffin 
Winter,old,and froward; you the darling 
Of che luſty Spring. - 
Rho.Speak,is that Bag,that ſhould containe thy Gall, 
Shrunke vp; haſt chou nothing birrer in thee? 
Thou art farre, farre more opportunely ſtor'd 
With time and place for thy my wee. 
Ith' middle age of day ; when the bright Sunne 
Moſt powerfully doth warme the world; in thy +» 
Secret Clozet he takes his viuall leepe, q 
oe, 


The Tragedy of. Albouine, 


Goe, drillhis heart! and make the Couch whereon - 
He lyes his caſfie monument, 

Herm, And then enioy a Queene,with all that doth 

Belong to her atchieuement,or her birth, 

As for my ſeruices,they meritno | 

Reward. | know my owne creation much 

Vnfir for Court affaires. If you but wrap 

Me in a ſhirt ofhaire, then ſeate me in 

A darke and gloomy Cell where I may tumble ore 
Some deepe voluminous Rabbin, you make 

Me ſate,and happy. 

Rhad. Doe't, Paradine | and Fame no Trumpet then 
Shall neede to ſpeake thy praiſe. Thy Country will 
Afﬀeord thee power to ſanQife the chiefe 
O'th' dayes withinour Kalender. 

Herm. Andtothy memory high Statues build, 
Bout which our Nobleſt virgins once a yeere 
Shall dance in Circles.and (ing,votillchey make 
The Marble moove, like to thole looſe Quarries ; 
Which orc-heard 0rphews and his Harp. Or if 
Theſe cannot inſpire heroique fury, 

Yetargue thus ; you knew his Bed, bur by 

Miſtake , which was our guilt,not yours, and for 
Our Countries benefit contriu'd, But he 

Defil'd your ſheers inthe falc pride of luſt, 

Horror ! this would incenſe the temperate Doue ; 
Turaeall his moyſture into gall; tcach him 

To weare ſpurres on his heeles,and make bim fierce 
In Duell, as a Britiſh Cocke. 

Parad, Fier! fier ! and warme blood ! Exit, 

Herm. Follow, follow him, my deare Soueraigne ! 
Ade: newheate vnto-his rage. Andd'ye hear ! 

Since he is poyſon'd, 'twere moſt fir, ſome learn'd 
Phyſicion 


King of Leonhard). 

Phyſicion,did indeuour to ſecure 
His health, 

&hod. 1 heard him ſay,heis already furniſh'd 
With a powerfull med'cine, 

Herm, Should you now R romilſe, 
I loſe all my EI onale 
And remaine a ſacrifice toloue, 

Rhod, Doſt thou grow icalous ? 

Herm, Valdanra now.is ſeucr'd from her Soule : 
And Paradimne is abler in delights 
Of Yourh,more moyſt and amorous then I. 

Abod. Away foole ! | ſcale thy fafery with my lip. ex:e. 

Herm:Thus Nurces huſh ir omar babes ers 
Shortly ſhe'le preſent me with a Corall-club, 
A Whiſtle ftirung with Bells. Theſe femall Arcs 
Canne'r my darke authenticke practice cheate. 
Paradine malt dic | So 1 till ſecure 
My hopes. V Vhen that ſad houre arriues, 
Whereia the muſt worke, 
_ charmed med'cine canrefilt its 

c my Genius / 'T was 3 (ubtill reach, 

To him,charthe Ki hath bory'd his brow : 


_— | —_ ill wa wy ny, AYER 
porn The weight I beare,doth make 


My mon how as the Snaile I tread, 


with his tenement oa 's head. Exit. 
Emer Grimold in new Clothes, Gondibert, Follterri. 


Gond. The King has pay'd him all 's arreres. 

Yall. T was by 7 beſns.; ineto Bermegild: 
The Snake has caſt his skin too now, 

Grim, Line proper Ive 
His akin once 19 Surnames, | JEL I 


- 


The Tragedy of Alboutve, 
Enter Cunymond, a Frolle, 


Cun, 'Slight,here's Grimola! Didſtnor thou ſay he was 
Conr.But | hauec heard fince,his ghoſt walks, (dead? 
Frol,Look! *thas found the hidde treaſure then which 
Madc it walke , for the Ghoſt hath bought it ſelfe 
New clothes, 
Grimo, Nay,nay,ſtay,Gentlemen | ' Ler vs forget 
Old quarrels, then end our new acquaintance, 
We are for the Countrey now. lle bur tell ye 
Atew of your favults,and leaue th' amendment 
To your owne leafures : but you all thinke - 
Y* are wiſer then I. 
Cuny. VVeſhonld abuſe our iudgenſens elle. 
Grim Mark! This is a new = dev. —— when youare 
Loth <__ flatrerers, you publiſh 
Your {elues with your owne prayſe. La fin 
Here— Nota word, leſt returne yea * {ag mu 
I know ye cannor ſpeake without a complement. 
Yollr. They vie it in their prayers,they. 
Gond, Canymond,in one fingle complement 
So much waſted his Lungs,that I was faine 
'Tocall for Aqua wie to recouer 
His breath. yr can 
Grim. Vuchear tranſported Paris 
The Geomertricall land the Arr "} 
Ofnumbring the haires vpon yourchins. 
Yollt, And of ſtarching your Beards. 
Gond. Yes,and of wr Low g your very ſhadowes, 
Grim, And they lay,it is your cuſtome to ſleepe 
ES = 
nd paint your Vis jes. 
Grim, Yes,and colou them ſo nt 
oo 


King of Lombardy. 
Tobluſh more, then the Signe of the Kings head 
Before a Country Inne. 

' Gond, Y* abuſe Aſtrology too foryou clip 
Black-T affera into Starres ; and for a foile 


To your beauty ; fix'em in Regions 

Of your face. (day ; 
Gri. Which makes it look like the piure of Doomes- 

When all che Planets are darkened. 


| Yollt. Nay,nay, ſtay awhile / 
Grim. Leave off your ijgging mation, when you mix 
Your ſclues in a ſalute; your bodyes ſeeme 
To dance vpon your knees. You pinion vp 
Your Elbowes dhus ; — like Pullers truſt vpon 
A ſpit. Then wreath your Hammes in thus ; and mooue 
With a diſcreer lealure,as if you meant 
Tonumber all the Pibbles in the ſtreer. 


For feare of a complemeng. You two ſhall (kzaite 
Take horſe with me and be billiced in "ny 
My Quarter. Stay,Gentlemen Oneword more: 
This is a hot Climate : when you muſt needs . 
Marry to increaſe your Tribe,your baſt way = 


Is togoca wooing inthe Cities, | / 1 (214. 1 | 
L: __ For 


The Tragedy of Albouine, 
For certainerich widdowes there, Jove Covurt-fooles; 
And vſerto play with their bables, Exeunt ones, 


A Canopy 'is dr awne, the King « d;ſcouer d ſleeping ouer 
papers.emes Paredine with hu ſyoord drawne. 


Parad. To make him bleed,and leaue his arteries 
Vhere the delighted ſpirirs walke) ſhrunke vp, 
Cell chey curle with heare. The wither" iframe 
Srraite to conuert to duſt. Theryth vmerous winde, 
Tofan it o're the world. Speake, inſt Heauen |! 
[s this fit viage for a King? Caſitus M 
V Vas raſh: perhaps to gaine noiſe at 's funerall , 
Or in's Elizian fields , benearh a pleaſant Hedge 
Torell ſome prart! > ghoſt what he had done— 
Hah ! but Brurws,noble Brutws | the 
Of Arts and VVarre : ſo remperate,hisfoule 
VVas an ror eo the Spheares. Inftrut 


(Heroique Lord) yaw , NIVkg by ad 


The mighty Ceſar fa 

All filent as the were for woe 

Him too, any papers acts anidrnr nd 
my Officiall rule in State. 


Here he comments Tree Lerrers ! —_——_ 


Ct limksry - , 
xn tre P 


And mv ne. carry a pretence of love © he made 
My wife a blacke adu O horror ! 
Yet whoſnowed,but”ewas ratherhis revenge, ' ' 
Then luſt, a furious rior, after thar G 
» Heblind(bi ownefacenith jbarfe, featbes his 
ſword and vhen 
Sir! My Lord the King? Big £1 
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King of Lombardy. 

Albo. Hah! Peradine| VVhatwitry emblem's this ? 
The more to. certifie thy loue,doſt thou 
Appeare blind. 

Parad. O Sir,do notmocke my penitence,nor ſeeme 
Thus to di the knowledge of that crime, 
VVhich hath defil'd my modeſt bloud,and makes 
Me now aſham'd t incounter with your eyes. 

G_ =_ RO in drunke ! 

Parad. Sir,| could creepe alive into my Tombe, 
And mixe ſociery wich Ghoſis,whil(t I 4 
Hauc - "——_ motion efcould bur hide 
My guilt from ICUOUS (Beere 

Albo, By —_— with Ele or with hinne 
That lookes like th' vrine of a Babe : I 'm fure 
The Corlicke Grape infuſerbno 
Such whining paſſion. (of men, 

Par.Thole immateriall powers,that ſee the Cork 
VVhen growing io their hearts, can witneſſe [ 

Abus'd your Royallbed bur by adire 
Miſtake. .:::; 

Albo. Hah! 

Parad. Your blacke adulrerousQuecne berray'd 
Me to her luſt by wicked Arts. - 

A _ T his is a ſober pathor\, bur implics 

that is horrid. 

Tee not beroique watre taught met ' affet 
No rage, but naþle , the and Hermogeld 
Had intic'd me © 13. Ip 
Vnaill the day 
"1k SulpeSmulnow ora Make you face known 


Snatches PRO 
He bluſhes like a Bride z whom ws ; 
> 1, 2s Nene 


Ss 4 


The Tragedy of Albouine, 

Skirmiſh with her Lord. I muſt counterfeic, 

And ſeeme to know all. Paradine, 'twas farre + 

From my conieQure,that a heart ſo much 

Oblig'd ynto my loue as thine, ſbould wron _— 

My Honour in a ſenſe, which but to moul 

In words would teach my rongue to ſtammer,and . 

Deafcn all chat heare ir. (limmes 
Parad, Thunder and ſul fire ſnatch my cold 

From this dull carth. Sir,whilſ my ſoulc affords 

Me rcaſon,and candire& oh _ whom 

My true alleageance is a d me ! 

When 1 am mad, 1 ſhal-forgerall duty, 

_ refuſe ro _ your Royall Charter. 


Yer Are you ſo flow in iuſtice ? —rragy 
How by a darke miſtake, I whor'd your 
Whor d your Queene ! '0 prodigious phraſe ! 

Albs. — Wolues ! Tygers ! let the 
Thracian Bull bellow,till he rent his throat; (hoarce 
And the hot mountaine-Lion rore,vntill 
Their clamour wake the dead. The refurreQion 
Is too long delayd,fince we want horror 
To celebrate this newes. Good ! Lhave now 
Decreed it. Ins 'bright weapon !/— 

Parad. For what dire vic * 

Albo. That we onda battaile here, - 
And ſtruggle till we wanr our -  (blood.like 

Parad, this bigh inticemgnt charmes my 
The muſicke of the Drumme. Yer my remembrance 
Calls you King, My Royall Maſter. I would 


. 
a7 


Kine of Lombardy, 
Decay ot thy humanity and ſenſe. 
Does it become my great being,and my 
Glorious name in ſtory, ro offend 
Without reſiſtance ? : and benimble 
In thy motion ——- 

Parad. 1 dare not fo diſgrace my Religion, 
And my loue. 

Albo.Tis time that I were dead,for I ſhall elſe 
Ourliue my chiefe ive. I haue 
Forgot how to . Vaſhearh thy Sword ! 
Or this breach of ſhall reach me think, 
I ne'r inioy'd thy reall loue, and 'twas 
Not a miltake,that vſher'd thee to finne betweene 
My ſheetes,burt a confiderate luſk——— | 


: 


Parad. No prouccation like to this, could t npt 
A danger frommy Arme——_—_ - pry wa 


Albe. Why doſt thou dally thus with feeble morion ? 
Beare vp ! and vſe more violence ! 
rs —_— _ you hurt, Sir? 
You willingly oppos'd your breſt again 
M leele,and, neuer ſought t' indanger me 
ith yours. | 
Albs.” Thaſt perform'd, what my wiſh did prophecy ; 
I'm prickd heere, about the heart , and my veines 
Grow empty. 
Par, Then glorious war,and all proud circumſtance, 
That giues a fouldier noyſe, for cuermore farewell—— 
Falling on his ſword. 
Albo.Hold, Peradine.Tis my laft fute, that chou luruive 
Lion ng pn wr gin 1 217. 
Whom proſcri my quiuering Limmes, 
Andfnome in the Chaire—— © 
Parad, Shall poſteritie read it in ſtory . hs 


And belecue; a Prince that doth deſerue to be 
The firſt ith' Liſt ofthoſe,thar gatherd noyſe 
In warre,can be thus couetous t' expire 
In filence darke, Fall on my fatall 
And yet command that [ ſurvive the Tragedy [ 
Albs.'Twere in mean affeation triviall 
To cheriſh lite,now Khodolinda's falle. 
For ſhould [ {till pteſerue my foule in fleſh, 
I know my mercy is fo fond to her 
I ſhould forgiue her all: and were thou dead, 
My hope nw. then depriu'd of future juſtice. 
Live to revenge her falthood. I know thy heart 
So ſincere and noble,that I ſulpe& not thee 
A ſharer in her guilt. Whenthow - 
Didlt firſt confeſle th'adulrerous crime, ioyn'd with 
Thy owne miſtakeghrough —_ Art, 
My faith conceivu'd the truth : for 
Is much too blunt,and credulousfor —_ 
Par.Should I but cach cunning circumſtance— 
Albe. Containe thy breath!To heare that told, would 
— ſoule wander = for laſt j a (make 
"Till rhytelation brought ic to my 
I never knew her falle, 
Parad, Still m —_ increaſe! Were you 
Not told of this 
= My know «ws learnt it of chy Tongue. 
ar. Stay! Nor th aldavre, you did ner projet 


My death by pop 


—_ hath make my ioy exceed 
My wonder. Did you never in-ery bed, 
Comic a luſtfull teak? 
, 4lbs, . Angels in thatgats aot mepe fave from guils. 


"Ring of Lowbory, 
dnp ragurs > 

(Deare Yaldawre)my 

Thy Hymnes in heauen; deer jen wor 

Tom ond ſpeech; for ue made nice mad / 
abs. | comncr gripe the yre. Marke bow it ſtcales 

Through all my knotty Fingers —— ETQUS 

Parad. Extalie! 

Albo, Now my all horminur ark; 

doe,refigne my Crowne 

Parad, Towhomfir? | 

Albo., To him I hate.Bucbe thou ſure,heweare 

It not'rillncere his death : for ir'sa happinefie . 

To live cadhron'd, burtisnor ſafe to dye 


A Kipg. 
P «2. He doth my ſcaſe. 
pon: nn Is T7 

He that to waſte his trivial 

A bartaile, rides a Hawking Faro. arr a 
Parad. Mad as the Northernewinde! . 

Atbe He ſends a thouſand'dri Animals | 


Leto hon ens ayre,whilk lirtle blacke « 
Diuels (d'ye not fee 'ern?) They looke like Raiens, \ 
Marke | 


Sku! pardon 


I 


> «> 


on thoſe 1tamorrall Fowle, 
And em inthe Talene I dog not lik 


hard alemeron 


The Tragedy. of dlhonine, 


He ts him behind the Arras, opens the 
Ye enter Rhadolinda, ny fore, 


QO, ns come - »——_ | 
. Thou haſt a wilde Dea” lsiedone?.* 


FdLib has paid for his ahatge andy, 
And is now entring Cherons Boate. 


Rhod. He lookes like a palc in 
That long'd to cate Morter. Qur 
Is finiſh' {1 0909s TOI 


Tribmph pn, TICoer> Ir 319.l. 


— _ Iris asifthe-Porcafpoke, lf there .- 
other whom your 
You would have difniſ{the 


Per.Let's to't like Monkeyajor 
Ahod, Oh'! | Fa we 


;aarrighind 


Behid.? oo mes" 


Rhod, Th'art precious as my Sauke! « «© He apes the 
Par ad. Þhere, 'sthe old Face. LO ca a] Arras, 


T' oblicge my gratitude,andrhen we ſhalb »i i.) 1.) 
He knowes tas math, ,- | id 901644 01 2602 


But knowneandhe is numbred wiat the dead! 0u 63 « 


evitking Gong/! 10 © 
helpevt > 20T nul 
SebQnodey 


efdrelſes 515 251 (l 7. 


IM 71 7 


'\ 


out 


doe! 


wo 


This wade 7 aldaarebleed,apd muiletfanth | | 


y fwarthy (dulce | Crabs fer Poniard. 
2bod. Oht oli! /ubp tan |» ther y 
; Parad., For Albenine may Royall Maſter,this—— 
And this to pacific Yaldawrs's Ghoſt— —_ 


w_ 


Rhod. 'Oh,oh, ob-4 r2U & » fry Gb J 944 

Parad. So hard and ſtony is thylhtart, thatit: - 220 

Reuerts the poineoftampbeight fiecte. - | 
hed. Heaven 


terre eye nntoyoa, 
Ne peg ins 7. | i 
ET (1 Nome ſei flake wie 

—_ Hermegild,T befina. | 
1:7 beſ( My Lord,l haveloftmy pa. 


The Tracey of Alboazne, 
Did ſet his/Soule at by ic ww 
Hers. The Lawrell,Mert c,and the Bay hal Gill 
Cold and oy ſtand belorethe Winters! | 
Fro fi their ro make 
Lowe, eagrury ev wr. Geer cot ors the 
Me pn Lord)your bay ——_ TOE 
Secme much difturb'd. 
gas Oh,oh tabe poyſon angry 
Alas,my ſweet deare Lord! (precious medeine ' 


rom 

Minure-: Does ir deſtroy | 
Parad.Oh,oh ' Ir ron trypan re altny ales vp : 

As if lik Poreib lid fwillowed coales, © 

I ſpit ſcumme, ſich as o're th' hot Caldronboyles— 

_ Her. And are youfaſtned ate, 0 06 x wearaet 


Py perotory res ISog 
mytlimmes — 


_— Hab !habha 7 "_ 
Parad. O heauen, will you permit him laugh ? 
Her} know thi Ingredientsof Ig 
'Twas I.chiat meirroh Rn 
Did counſel 'tingby wine,,.. 

When thou nas 6a open * /; 17 
As thy mouth1 1 50 3 meg uh vi 19 IN 
Wan ,o0h,oh! —- 27 i; errla drive 230791 U 
7 a roofe. 'Ere hy Ado om, 
Looſe Chine,thy lanke Belly fwellinto.a bil -:-- Ai 
Parad. © hetror ? horror! Is Heauen allezpe 7; ; - 

- Hem. TheKi ngne'r knew of thy adulzzous crime; 
-FwasT told irxoialtcnra; and ence. 0 21pl>29 1.2; 
Her thinke, od ard error ty baf Fi: 


' hr.\l 
IC £ 14 Do 


Notte apo mar wt OM 
Lick Gabeill t inuolue | 
Thy Gnkes and now I triumph o're thy fate. 
Thas is lralian Splecne. 


—_ Had — but ar irene toactuare m 
why dif thou eat che 


Th Mori6 therezthy bacrer'd Corſelec, -(C 
Thy Marie ers Cori, mo 
In filkes ; to walke in cloudy miſts 
of dayre? TisI haue ſhak'd thy braines 
Thar heretofore weze thicke as Gurds, ico 
A pale, thin whay. .. 
. Parad. Draw nown;;nd lqmechenbuokillicher= 
Herm,Troth,thou art ſo feeblenow, that were I kill'd 


By thee, ſcarce ſhould thinke that I were dead. 
'' Paradine riſes, ndfbate Hermegilds ſword 
from 


.  Parad. No! that ſhall arrive vnto the teſt. Dog/grim 
As th'angry Fiend my —oeade exe 
I am not poyſon'd. | flu 
Herm, Hah ! does he counterſcix / | 
Parad.'See heere.what abie& ruines thoubaſt made | 
O' the nobleſt ſtruQures in the world —— 
He drawes the Array, and diſconers A thenint, oe: ' 
dolinds, F aldanr 4,4cad in Chartes. - 
Her. TheQuoimetberacon! O-triniall;Armidhmy 
Owne Myne Tueblewoe my elſe cen ino duſt! '  - 
Parad. eee Ong 
Herm, Deprud of my defence Italia fouls 
(Great as thy fame) reſtore my Sword. 
Parad.Thou bark againſt he Mocan Lwillr 
3 


he Tvoegedy" of Alboaine, 
Thy one tyramnioueſtorme, Thiirdeſtinie - | |] 
Waiuf tharthus berray'drhee t6: my mireh,' ' .- [1 
There, Stygian Doggy * Wounds him. | 
Herm.Oh, oh ! whil I haue warmth, Illemoue with 
violence—— 
Pavad.Whete now are all the fubtill T 


braine#Plots Harke as hell! 
Suh, as threatried dhe proc mme! 


The Genius of theworld. Now,noy preuent 


Theſe dire ſalutes —— 
Herm. Retorrienvy Sword xhea manage Sreeples like 

To Pikes a ont thy fury —— Aa 
Per. 'Axrdy as the race, [ | 4 
Her] /and — ore lood !.- 
Parad, Take my laſtan night! (Falls. 
Herm.Oh 'oh! thou ba ng {go ny Heare! 
Parad.Now 1 doe ſwell widhhorror andſterne ra ge: 


I will diſtra& the whole world. Pire ! fire ! fire ! | 
Murder,Treaſdn,8 inceftuous rapes! oatwasl Exit, 
Herm. Iſpic - 
A white Soule hovering in the ayre | enewhea 
|, was ſutefomehuntle| Hermit 
Here on-earth. wb take flghe wich the 
To meg: mts tv» =_ 
'T would tray! Hoa pheares! 
We faners Al Gen homer ro Angels cares. 
' VVhar;hba'he turnes noryer! who burhe 
Still lin'din low Valleyes|buflt his Manfioa 
Inſome ag'd wall ? but mypatheucrlay 
= hills, where the good Parriarkes never trod. 
Vaipe Arts ! Ambirion in all ſacred Schovles, 
Is held vr mh hey eee Hedies, 


£ i% Emer 


King of Lombardy. 


Enter Paradine,Gouernor Ci mon1, Conrade, 
Frollo,the Guardg&+c. 


Gouer.O dire and tragick (ight!The King,theQueene 
| Andlaire Yaldexraſlaine! gps 8 
— Parad. | ane mary obie& fit for wonder, 
Though not rp1 Sparnes Hermegild. 
Gow.Hah/he dead cerVikance (hould theſe ſorrowes 
Lay hold on Paradine. (flow ? 
Parad, All ſtay. Ile bore his haggard foule that ſtriues 
With ſawcy ſtrength,to captiuate my Limmes : 
Harke,the biggedrumme recouersbreath,and ſpeakes ! 
March on ! The ſcarter'd foe retires, and all 
The Horſe areflaine.I am magnanimous, 
And high ! O ye vakind falſe ſtarres | ye mock 
Poore Paradine ! A few cleane Teares to waſh 
My finnes away,and I am ſeene no more. 
Govern, Ceaze on him, on forfeit of your liues ! 
) Parad. Their liues are tome — — 


He fights with the Guard, they wound and diſarme bim. 
a not my 


Theſe fatall deeds. Some giaerl Alena to 
Li bloyud Niue ep rar tering 


Where,we'le proclaime Ifue 
vormer ll gba fl: 
may proiet new 3 
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